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The Wall 


Right after sound check | was slouching against one of the sun-warmed walls thinking about how | had missed 
the late spring sunshine in LA and finishing up a cigarette when suddenly spun around and shoved roughly up 
against the bricks. A body presses into mine and a growls "Hey gorgeous, Whatcha doing out here alone?" and 
squeezing my ass. Izzy. 


"Might be," | answer and he lets up some of the pressure on my lower body so that he can move his hand 
around the front of my pants and squeezed my crotch through my jeans. 


"You are so fucking beautiful, has anyone told you that today?" He asks and licks up the side of my neck. The 
hand on my crotch moves, massaging and stroking through the fabric and | suck in my breath at his touch. 


"Not today but in general yeah, people seem to think so," | tell him. 
"You're full of shit you know that? | told you that you were not two hours ago," he says. 


"| don't know you, | was just standing here smoking and all of a sudden some dark haired guy threw me up 


against the wall and started grabbing my junk and telling me how hot | was," | joke with him. 


"Well by me let me remind you who | am," he says and starts working on my belt buckle and | gasp in surprise 
when he pops the button my pants and yanks them down over my hips. He strokes my cock while he gets his 


own pants opened. 


| hear him spit in his hand and | feel his fingers pushing between my cheeks and against my opening. Izzy 
pushes two spit slicked fingers into me and uses his other hand to tease my cock. His fingers ghost over my 
shaft and drift down to massage my balls and then move back up and he wraps his hand around me and 
starts stroking. His fingers are stretching and me and the pain is almost gone but it comes back when he adds 
a third finger and | whimper in discomfort. His clever fingers find my prostate and all thoughts of pain are 
gone as he teases me and runs his fingers over it; swirling and circling them over that sensitive spot and 
drawing small moans of pleasure out of my mouth. Then his fingers are gone and | feel his erection pressing 
against my hole and | rear back towards him. He bites my neck and snakes his arms underneath mine and puts 


his hands up on my shoulders and pulls me down as he thrusts against me. 


"Izzy!" | yell out half in surprise and half in pain. He's still for a few seconds kissing but nibbling on my neck 
asking me quietly if I'm ok but he's so ready to fuck that even if | hadn't wanted to fuck a few minutes ago | 


do now. 
"Are you ok beautiful boy? Did | hurt you?" he asks me quietly. 


"A little but don't stop Izzy, fuck me, keep fucking me! " | hear myself begging. | turn a little so that | can see 
he eyes and they're smiling and filled with relief at the fact that | don't want him to stop. "Please Izzy," | plead 


and | squirm a little trying to get him to move inside of me. 


"You're such a little whore Slash," he hisses and bites my earlobe and | moan out loud. He pulls my hair and 
bends my back and thrusts into me again and | groan. It hurts but | know that it won't for long, Izzy hasn't 
failed me in that respect yet. "You want me to fuck you pretty baby?" he hisses;" then you had better beg." 
He moves one hand up to my throat and squeezes a little as he thrusts and strokes my dick with his other 
hand and | feel Izzy's cock hit my prostate and | moan loudly. His fingers felt good but this is so much better. 
This whole thing is so god damn hot- him coming out of nowhere and fucking me out in the open like this. He 


freezes and growls "beg me if you want me to fuck you or I'm not gonna" 


"Please Izzy, please fuck me fuck me hard, please," giving him what he wants and begging him again. His 
response is to shove me into the brick wall again, making sure to shield my cock with his hand. He leverages 
himself using my shoulder again, driving up into me and straight into my pleasure zone again. | moan and beg 
and yell and pant through every punishingly hard but increasingly pleasurable movement in and out of my 
body. As | start get louder he begins to thrust faster and harder crying out himself every now and then 


‘Izzy, please, harder, | need, I'm gonna,” 


"Yeah, you're gonna what baby?" he asks, stopping all movement and leaves me screaming in frustration 


"Please Izzy, let me cum, make me cum" | growl and he picks up the same hard, quick movements as before 
except this time he makes sure to stroke my cock in time to his thrusts. "Izz oh fuck Izzy," my cries are 
getting more urgent and he pulls my hair again changing the angle just slightly and his next thrust drives the 
head of his dick right into my prostate and | explode all over the wall in front of me and into Izzy's talented 
hand. He yells and growls behind me, bending my body even more, increasing my pleasure and he grunts behind 
me and goes rigid for a second and then continues sliding back and forth, riding out his orgasm and then letting 


his own body collapse against mine; pressing us both into the wall. 


After a minute or so he turns me around and stands in front of me with his palms pressed to the wall, 
pinning me effectively between him and it. "God | love to fuck your tight little ass Slash," he whispers into my 
neck and | nuzzle into him. "I've wanted you all fucking day," he says softly, smirking at me. | pull him closer 
and kiss him. Neither of us pulls away for a long time and when we finally do come up for air he leans his 


forehead on mine and asks "You know | love you for more than fucking right?" 


"Yeah, | know" | answer and grin at him. | can't help but smile. "The fucking part was pretty hot just now 
though; | like it when you want to play rough." Now he's grinning too. 


"Yeah it was," he says his smirk broadening into a full blown smile. | love it when he smiles at me since he 
doesn't smile very often. He's gorgeous when he smiles. "You were fucking beautiful just now naked with your 
back arched into me leaning on those bricks. Now someone's told you that today" he says and grins; easing my 
pants back up over my hips. "Now you can say someone's told you that today," he teases. | pull him back down 
and kiss him long and hard and he's groaning into my mouth. 


We're ripped out of our blissful interlude by a voice saying "What the.? What the fuck are you two doing?" We 
pull away from one another and look towards the voice. Axl is standing there staring at us with his mouth 


open. Oh shit. 


| Don't Want to See Sadness or Fear In Your Eyes 


Why the fuck are you two standing there with your pants open sucking face? Were you getting ready to fuck? 
Did you just finish fucking? How long have you been fucking each other?! What are you gay now? How long 
have you two been fucking?" 


Izzy snarls and turns around fixing his pants and screaming at Axl." What did you just call me? So what if | 
am gay Axl? I'd rather be that than a fucking asshole and a bigot like you any fucking day! We just got done 
fucking since you asked. | fucked Slash, Axl is that a problem for you? It wasn't a problem for him, he moaned 
my name and begged for me, and | gave him what he wanted, what | wanted. You know what else Ax? | don't 
just want to fuck him l'm in love with him. He's adorable and sweet and talented and he's good to me! He 
actually listens when | talk and he cares what | have to say. If I'm sad he makes me smile, if I'm happy he 
smiles with me, if I'm angry he'll throw down with me or helps me calm down. He takes care of me you fucker! 
He takes care of me in a million little ways that you could never understand but most of all he loves me! He's 
never, ever hurt me, not one time, not ever. | love him more than I've ever loved anyone so don't you open 
your mouth and say another fucking word about him, or us, or about how you disapprove. You had your 
chance years ago and you fucked it up! You fucked me up for years! | loved you back then and you broke my 
heart, but Slash won't. Go away and yell at somebody else; let me be happy for once." Whoa, I've never, ever, 
seen Izzy this angry at Axl before. His whole face is starting to turn red he's so angry. 


| was so busy taking in Izzy's anger that it takes me a second to fully comprehend what Izzy was saying to 
Axl; wait, did Izzy just say that Axl had been with him once? That he had had his chance but it was too late? 
Did he just say that he had been in love with Axl? Did he just say he was happy with me and that he loved 
me more than he had ever loved anyone? My heart twists in confusion. The fact that he told Axl that he 
loves me so much thrills me, | know he means it if he says it To Axl. But the fact that he never told me 
about him and Axl and whatever happened there hurts. Why didn't he tell me? Did he not trust me enough to 
tell me? Does he still have feelings for him? Did he just think | would be angry with Axl and say something to 
him to pick a fight so he just omitted the information since we all have to be together all the time? Why? 


"Fuck you Izzy!" Axl's yellng. | told you | was sorry for what happened and | am sorry, I'm sorry to this day; 
are you ever going to forgive me for it? I'm sorry | hurt you Izzy, you're my best friend, | didn't know how 
you felt about me until you kissed me that night all those years ago and l'm so sorry about what | did Izzy | 
know | broke your heart." Axl looks down at the ground then and draws in a deep breath and looks up at Izzy 


fearfully. 


"| did forgive you Axe, just don't fuck up what | have now, and don't be angry at me for finding a way to 
actually be happy ok? You've known who | really am for years now, known | like guys and girls but especially 
guys; you know that's where my heart and not just my dick is. Just leave it alone and let me have him in 


peace ok?" Izzy asks; his eyes are almost pleading with Axl to drop it. 


Ok," Axl says almost sounding sad, "fine." But | didn't know about him. You been checking out my dick all these 


years Hudson?" he asks rounding on me with an apprehensive look on his face. 


"No Axl, | never looked at anyone's dick until Izzy wanted to show me his!" | joke and pull Izzy back into my 
arms and hold him around his waist and kiss the back of his shoulder softly and softly rub my hands up and 


down his arms tryring to calm him. 


"Do you love him Slash? Do you love him the way he loves you?" Axl asks, moving closer so that he can look 
into my eyes. "Or is he just a quick fuck for you to dump like all the girls you date?" His eyes are dilated in 


rage or fear, I'm not sure which but he sure sounds angry. 


"Axl, | love him," | answer sincerely. "I never considered being with a guy before but then there was Izzy and 
now | can't even think about being with anybody else. | mean we both still fuck girls every now and then but 
its not serious. You don't have to worry about me taking care of him, I'll always take care of him. I'll never 
hurt him, | love him too much. He's my heart Axe, calm down. | know you may not like this in many different 
ways it sounds like but I'm not going to change anything because you don't like it. We're happy, we're in love, 
more in love than either of us ever have been before and you're not going to fuck it up, not you or anyone 
else!" | say tightening my arms around Izzy. Now I'm starting to sound angry but Axl moved until he was up in 


my face, his whole body tensed and ready to fight. 
Izzy moves to the left and steps in between us. "That's enough Axl. Why did you come back here anyway?" 


"I was looking for you two assholes. It's time to go back and get ready for the show; | didn't know | was going 
to catch you with your pants down and your tongues down each other's throats!" Axl shrieks. 


"Stop the fucking screaming Axl, its over. You've seen us, now you know, figure out how to deal with it," lzzy 
tells him and then turns and reaches back for my hand. He pulls me away from the wall and | follow him inside 
towards the car. "You know we're going to have to tell Duff and Steven right?" 


"Yeah, | know Izz," | tell him quietly. He looks over at me sensing something's wrong from my voice. 


"What's the matter baby doll? You don't want to tell other people?" he asks stopping and turning to look 
straight into my eyes. 


"No Izzy it's not that," | tell him. "Why didn't you tell me about Axl before? What else are you hiding from me 
Izz? Is there anything else you're not telling me? I'm not hiding anything from you. It's not even that you have 
to tell me everything, | know maybe we're not there yet but anything else | should know about anyone in our 


band?" 


"No sweetness, nothing else," he reassures me. "I'm sorry | didn't tell you, | should have, but | didn't want you 
to go out and kill him. | don't want to talk about what happened it was a long time ago and not worth thinking 
about ok? I'll tell you when I'm ready, ok? Is that fair?" he asks me with those same pleading eyes he was 
giving Axl. | don't know if it's fair or not; it hurts me that he won't tell me what happened between them. 
"Slash please don't let him drive a wedge between us, please, please don't," he begs and grabs me and pulls me 


into his arms and buries his face in my hair. "| don't want to lose my heart to him again. It's a different way 


this time but a worse way if he managed to somehow get between us. It's what he does, he can't have me and 


he doesn't want anyone else to either. | love you Slash, please don't be angry at me because of him!" 


"Baby I'm not angry at you," | whisper. "It just hurt me that you didn't tell me before; just tell me when you're 
ready. He won't come between us ok? | love you so much; just know you can always tell me things ok? | know 
you're not really used to that but Izz you can always tell me anything. I'd rather find things out from you 


than from someone else ok? Don't you more or less expect the same from me?" 


He thinks about it for a second and says "Yeah, you're right I'd rather you tell me anything than have 
someone else tell me; even if I'm not going to like it. | love you so much baby doll, | just don't want to lose you, 
especially not because of Axl. | don't want to lose anything else in my life because of Axl. He's already taken 
way too much from me. I'll tell you back at the hotel ok?" His eyes are wide and frightened and incredibly sad 
and his voice is rising in pitch. | didn't mean to upset him like this. 


"Izzy, shh, calm down baby," | try and soothe him. | reach up and stroke his cheek and pull him in closer to me. 
| place a soft kiss on his lips and then several more around his distraught face. "Izzy, you're not going to lose 


me, especially not because of him." He smiles and relaxes in my arms. 
"So we're ok then?" he asks me, his grey eyes still looking so afraid. 


"We're good baby, we're better than good. You tell me when and if you want to, | don't care what that asshole 
has to say" | tell him and | realize that | don't care, whatever it was it was over and it didn't affect us or the 
present. "| don't ever want to see you look that afraid or that sad when you look at me ok? | love you, | love 
you more than anything and nothing that happened in the past is going to change that so it doesn't even 
matter unless it matters to you. Right now honestly I'd rather think about how | just got thrown up against a 
wall and fucked by my really hot boyfriend ok?" He smiles, relief washing over his face and leans down a little 
to kiss me again and his hand snakes down and squeezes my ass. Fuck that feels good! "Izzy," | groan, " stop, 
you're making me hard again and we have to get in the car!" | pull away and he laughs and | grin at him and 


grab his hand and pull him down the hall and outside into the car. 


When we get settled into our seats Duff looks at us and says "You don't have to tell us, we already know and 
even if we didn't we would now because you can hear Axl screaming from blocks away when he gets worked 
up like that! We've known for a while, we don't care. So don't worry about it alright?" 

Izzy and | look at each other and then at Duff and Steven who are just staring at us and trying to suppress 


smiles; waiting to see what our reaction to this little piece of news is. 


"Yeah ok," Izzy says and lights up a cigarette. | just shrug and lean against Izzy instead of the seat. He wraps 


his arm around me and we stay like that, all four of us waiting nervously for our infuriated singer to appear. 


Domestic Bliss 


Slash 


My relationship with Izzy changes everything. | always thought it was fucking ridiculous that people said falling 
in love made you feel like you were walking on air and hear birds chirping and shit. Maybe all those people had 
just never done drugs. Falling in love was like a really good heroin high. It left you with a warm, full, sated 
feeling. Like everything in the world was good and if something wasn't good: well then fuck it. As long as nothing 
was wrong between Izzy and | then everything else could go to hell and | wouldn't care. But something was kind 
of wrong; he still hadn't told me what happened between him and Axl. He's been upset since Axl caught us 
making out last week and he's been trying not to show it but | can tell. He's been drinking more, getting high 
more often, I've caught him staring off into space more than a few times with a hurt look on his face. When | 
ask him what's wrong he says nothing's wrong that he's just thinking about a song he wants to write. Maybe 
he is but that song would be about Axl. 


| keep trying to tell myself that whatever's bothering him happened a long time ago and that it doesn't affect 
us; but it hurts me that he still hasn't told me. How could he tell me what happened with Nikki but not about 
something that happened with one of the guys in our band? The fact that Izzy and Axl are acting totally weird 
around each other too isn't helping. | love Izzy, | want to know everything about him and erase whatever's 
hurting him because whatever happened between them-it did hurt him. | heard him say that Axl broke his 
heart, | saw it in his eyes when they were talking about it and bringing it up is making him hurt again, and it's 
killing me that | can't do anything about it because | don't even know what happened much less how to make it 
better! | wish he would tell me it makes me feel like he's shutting me out that he won't and it hurts. But | 
would rather hurt than hurt him by telling him how much his keeping secrets bothers him or making him 
verbalize whatever's inside of him that's bothering him so much. Izzy and | think alike in that; if you ignore it 
and don't say what it is that's hurting you, don't give it a name, then maybe it will go away. Better to drown 


your sorrows in a bottle of liquor or a needle. 


Izzy has my heart, | love every minute | spent with him both inside and outside of bed. Just one of his smiles 
could brighten my whole day so I'd spent time looking for ways to get him to smile that slow, glorious smile 
that lit up a whole room. There was something special about Izzy,about his smile, something almost other- 
worldy, like he was part fey; | guess here in America they call them fairies or some shit but there was just 
something that | could only describe as fey in Izzy. His skinny build, his dark hair and eyes, the way he could 
appear out of nowhere and the magic that came out in his music. Whatever it is | love that about him too. 
There wasn't much | wouldn't do for him, I'm not sure that there's anything | wouldn't do for him. Shit, it was 
early morning and | was walking the two blocks to Canter's Deli to score some breakfast for Izzy (ok and for 
myself). Last night everyone but Axl had gone to the Rainbow and gotten completely obliterated on top shelf 
liquor. lzz was still in bed sleeping off his hangover and when he woke up from nights like this he was usually 
starving but his stomach was usually too upset to hold down food. Mark Canter hooked me up with plates full 
of eggs and home fries and bacon and fruit and latkes, potato pancakes, delicious Jewish food and | went home 
with two bags of takeout to feed my love and myself. It pays to have friends whose parent's own restaurants! 


When | get back to the apartment that | share with the rest of the guys | arrange everything | want for the 
Izzy and me on plates and leave everything else for the other three scavengers Mark provided generously- 
this was the first time I'd ever paid the guy who's kept me from starving on more than one occasion. We 
were starting to get really popular on the LA circuit so we had a litle bit of money. | start up the coffee pot 
and fill two mugs and add just the right amount of cream and sugar and throw a couple of forks and knives 
and spoons onto the cheap metal tray and carry it up to Izzy's room. | sit the tray down on his bedside table 
and he breathes in deeply; smelling the bounty that's been set out next to him. | crawl back under the blankets 


and pull Izzy's sleepy form into me and nuzzle my face into his neck 

"Where'd you go?" he mumbles. 

"Canter's. Mark says you're welcome for the breakfast and that you owe him $200." 

"S'only $IT5, he's full of shit, wait, did you say breakfast?" 

"Yeah, | said breakfast," | answer. "Izz, are you still drunk from last night?" 

"Mmmm m'he a little," he slurs. 

‘Mmmm maybe a lot," | laugh. "Do you even remember last night?" | question him. 

"Do you?" he asks opening his eyes a little and snapping them closed quickly when sunlight meets them. "I know 
| went to bed with you fucker, s'all | remember. That's all | need to remember..now Duff, he needed to 
remember where we lived last night, | know where we live, did he ask you where we live?" 

"Duff." | wrack my brain trying to remember where Duff went last night, did he come home with us? Did he 
come home with us? Did he leave the bar with some girl? | honestly have no idea. | remember falling up the 
stairs with Izzy and collapsing and that's about it. | don't remember Duff being with us. After falling into bed | 
don't remember anything until | woke up an hour ago. 

"| don't know where Duff went," | tell Izzy. He shrugs and rolls into me a little more and scoots down the bed 
so that his head is under my chin and he can hide his face from the sun by burying it in my hair. | stroke the 
side of his face and put his dirty hair back behind his ear and kiss the top of his messy head. He smells like 
smoke and booze and that sharp, sweet smell that's just him. 


"Did you say sumthin ‘bout food Slash?" he asks, still slurring his words. "How come you're not still drunk too?" 


"Who says I'm not?" | whisper in his ear. "I just hold my liquor better is all; and yeah, there's food, | went and 


got you food at Mark's deli." 
"L owe Mark money, don't go over there, he'll want his money!" Izzy exclaims. 


"Baby | already told you that, you need some food in your system, here, eat this," | laugh and hand him one of 


the potato pancakes. He eyes it skeptically, unsure of whether or not his stomach will tolerate anything being 
put in it without regurgitating it. 


"Eat Izzy, just a little bit, you'll feel better; | promise. If you don't I'll hold your hair while you puke. 
"You will anyway because you love me," he protests; looking at me with a slightly wounded look. 


"| would anyway, yes, because | love you. You know I'd do anything for you because | love you," | tell him. "Now 
eat something baby." He stares at the food in his hand and slowly takes a bite of it; then he stretches his 
arms and legs like a cat while he's chewing and resettles himself so that he's propped up on a couple of pillows 


and the headboard and inhales the rest of the pancake. 
"Are there more?" he asks hopefully. 


"There are more gypsy boy, there are lots more. Mark said to consider it interest on your loan, that's why 
you owe him $200 instead of $175," | tell him and move the tray over onto the bed between us. Izzy grabs 
another of the potato pancakes and wolfs it down and | grab a fork and start inhaling the eggs. Both of us are 
starving, we haven't eaten anything of substance since sometime yesterday morning. "But we don't owe him 
for breakfast, | paid for breakfast with the money from our last show. | don't like always letting him put 
everything on a tab that might never be paid. He's good to us, we need to be good to him." 


"Yeah, he is good to us, so is his family but its all because of you; you're his friend. If it wasn't for you we'd 
never get anything from there. It's nice to have your kind of connections around town, my kind of connections 
don't hurt either.." he says and grins. 

"Food and smack, everything we need except sex and sleep!" | laugh. We finish the food in record time and I've 
talked Izzy into getting into the shower with me when the bedroom door flies open and a very hung-over Duff 


stumbles into the room. 


"The food on the counter, can | eat it?" he asks desperately. He has on sunglasses and there's a blanket 


wrapped around him like a cape. 
"Duff, why the hell do you have a blanket on like that? What are you Superfuck or something?" Izzy giggles. 


Duff flips off Izzy. "No, it's cause my pants are all in the washer and | don't want to walk around butt ass 
naked like the two of you fuckers." Izzy shoves the sheet down displaying his wares to Duff. 


"You mean you don't want to see all of this?" Izzy teases him. "I really could be superfuckl" 


"Put that fucking thing away Stradlin!" Duff says and pretends to gag while turning his back. "It's burning holes 
in my eyes! You couldn't be Superfuck with that either; the only one of that could be Superfuck is Slash!" 


Its not my dick that burned holes in your eyes; its all the coke that goes up your nose!" Izzy teases back. 


“Slash could be Superfuck right? We could get his dick its own cape!" 


"We could get it a little top hat too and it already has the curly hair down there! It could be like a mini- 
Slash/Superfuck!" Duff giggles. Then Izzy giggles. Then they're both giggling like girls and laughing so hard they 


can't move. 


"Not my fault your dicks aren't big enough to be Superfuckl" | tell them and stuff a piece of Izzy's bacon in 


my mouth. 


"Hey! Back off of my bacon there Superfuckl" Izzy protests and pulls my mouth to his. "I can still taste bacon, 
you were caught red lipped Superfuck, it's over for youl" Izzy exclaims and winds his hand into my curls so he 


can hold me in place and molest my mouth some more with Tongue. 
"Jesus! Seriously you two, the food, can | have some? I'm hungry," Duff says sadly. 
"Eat it Duff, | brought it home for whoever got to it first,” | tell him. 


"Thanks man!" he says brightening. "Oh, and | was going to tell you, last night on the way home | walked 
through the back of the market parking lot to see if they were getting any shipments and we were in luck; | 
got us a fuckload of laundry soap and dryer sheets off the back of a truck while the guys were inside of the 


store! We can wash our clothes!" 

"Dryer sheets Duff?" Izzy says laughing, why dryer sheets we're not girls!" 

"No, but now we'll smell good like them! | don ‘t know man they were just fucking there with the laundry soap 
so | grabbed those too! Should | take ‘em back Stradlin?!" Duff asks, slightly offended at Izzy's scoffing at his 
stolen bounty. 

"Nah, l'm just ribbing you man, thanks. | don't know when the last time we had laundry soap was; washing shit 
in just water wasn't really cutting it. Check out the bathroom too, Steven's grandma gave him a shit ton of 
soap and shampoo and lotion and shit. Some shit for cleaning too should we ever want to use it" 

Duff's face lights up. "Cool! l'm gonna eat first and l'm gonna wash the plate | eat it on!" 

"All the dishes are clean, all six plates, five cups and all the silverware except what we're eating off of. There 
were dish cleaning sponges and shit in that bag from Steven's grandma. | washed everything when | brought 
the food in," | tell Duff who looks like he's in heaven. Clean things, soap, Duff likes for things to be clean so all 
that cleaning shit on the counter should be right up his alley. 


lm gonna go eat my food and check it out!" he says spinning around and almost falling over his "cape." 


Izzy looks at me and smiles. "There's really soap in the bathroom?" he says wistfully. 


"Yeah, there's soap. Stevie's grandma also threw in a couple of packs of cheap razors and shaving cream too, 
and | knicked some deodorant from the convienence store on the way to get breakfast. Paid for toilet paper, 


stole the deodorant, it was smaller and easier to hide," | tell him. 
"Slash, we've died and gone to grandma heaven!" he giggles. 


"No shit man! Now come on and get in the shower with me before Steven or Axl gets there first!" | beg him, 
dragging him from the bed. We get into the bathroom and | turn the hot water on and turn around to brush 
my teeth. Toothbrushes and toothpaste and mouthwash and stuff are easy to steal since the travel sizes 
usually come with the toothpaste and brush together. The mouthwash is little too and easy enough. Gin works 
just as well. Izzy brushes his teeth and then turns around and takes a piss which seems to go on forever. | 
step around him and into the shower; palming his ass as | do so and causing him to squeak and lose control of 


his aim and piss on the floor which earns me a slew of curse words as he finishes and cleans up the floor. 
He steps into the shower and punches me in the arm. "Why'd you do that fucker? | got piss all over my leg!" 


| can't resist your tight little ass baby, it was just begging for me to touch it!" | answer and give him big, 
sad, fake puppy dog eyes. He laughs and shoves me out of the hot water so that he can stand under it. | 
watch him as he revels in the feeling of the heat on his skin He leans his head over and lets the water soak 
his hair and relax the tight muscles in his back and shoulders. | open one of the bottles of shampoo provided 
by Stevie's grandma and squeeze a little out in my hand. It smells like coconut and | inhale the perfumey scent 
and smile. It beats cigarettes. | put my left arm around Izzy's waist and rub the shampoo into his hair with 
my right hand. He groans and relaxes into my body and lets me wash his hair, massaging his head and cleaning 
away the dirt and sweat of the past few days. | turn him around so he can rinse his hair but | keep him pulled 
tight against me. | put conditioner (only guys in bands know what conditioner is for, guys with lots of hair!) in 
his tangled brown locks and comb the tangles out with my fingers as | rinse his hair again. He leans into my 
chest and brings his lips to mine and kisses me softly and deeply and | think my legs might melt. | tighten my 
grip around his waist and kiss back. 


"Why do you take care of me like that?" he asks finally pulling away. Like bringing me food and washing my 
hair? Why do you do that?" 


"Because | love you you idiot why else would | do that?" | ask him, a little confused. 


"| love you too, but nobody's ever bothered to do little shit like that for me, not even my mom. | remember 
having to teach my little brothers how to wash their hair and take a bath. | made all the meals. | did the 
shopping so we ate a lot of cereal and lunchmeat sandwiches with mayonnaise," he says smiling softly with a 


far away look in his eyes; remembering. 


"| like doing things for you lz, | like taking care of you. | like watching you smile when somebody does something 
nice for you. You don't smile enough" He smiles at me then and | grin back and kiss him again. "Now, turn 


around and let me wash the rest of you ok?" 


"Whatever you say babydoll he says and | scrub him down with the scrap of a washrag that | found left in 
the linen closet along with a ratty towel. All that was clean, it serves it's purpose though and Izzy's smiling and 
relishing the smell and feel of actual body soap instead of just hot water. When he's cleaned up and rinsed off 
he steps out and rips into one of the bags of razors provided by Steven's sainted grandmother and fills his 
hand with shaving cream and gets to work on the three days worth of stubble on his face. | scrub down my 
own body and wash my hair and then join Izzy at the sink to shave. When we're done we open the door and are 
confronted by Duff who hands us a bottle of glass cleaner, bleach, scrub brushes, a toilet brush, paper towels 
and a new roll of toilet paper. We both groan and head into the bedroom to find some shorts before cleaning 
the bathroom. | gather up a load of mine and Izzy's dirty clothes and towels and go to check and see if the 
washing machine is free. Duff's clothes are done so | throw them in the dryer along with one of his silly stolen 
dryer sheets and throw the load | brought into the washer. Small luxuries maybe but ones we don't usually 
have. Thank God for one old lady and our own klepto skills. | bestow my gift of deodorant on Izzy and he's 
childishly gleeful. Once we're dressed in old shorts and manly smelling antiperspirant we troop back down the 


hall to clean the bathroom. 


Cleaning a bathroom shared by five guys sucks. There's pubic hair everywhere, piss that's been dripped or 
pooled in places it doesn't belong on drunken nights, a trash can overflowing with used condoms and god knows 
what else, just the thought of cleaning it overwhelms me but Izzy pulls me in and hands me a bottle of windex. 
| spray the mirror and wipe it clean and then clear everything off of the counter. | spray it down and clean off 
the layers of grime and dust and hair. Then | clean off all the bottles and brushes and whatever else was on 
the counter before putting them back. Throw hairbrushes into drawers, scrub and bleach the faucets and sink 
basin. Izzy has emptied the trash can and is filling up a second bag with toilet paper rolls and magazines that 
were haphazardly strewn over the floor. | spray the back and sides of the toilet with the windex and wipe all 
of that down and do the same with the rim and the seat. | bleach those for good measure and then bleach and 
scrub the inside of the toilet. Izzy does the same to the shower tiles and glass doors. Soon you can actually 
sort of see through the frosted glass and the amount of mold in the shower has decreased considerably. | 
grab the worn out bathmat and walk over and shake it outside of our bedroom window before tossing it in 
front of the washing machine to go in the next load of stuff. Izzy goes and pries the broom and dustpan out 
of Duff's hands (he's busy sweeping the whole apartment) so that he can sweep the bathroom floor. When 
he's done | find a new looking sponge mop and a bucket of hot water and Lysol shoved into my hands. | take 
Duff's hint and mop the bathroom floor. | have to say the effect of having a clean bathroom is rather nice. | 
wonder how long it will stay that way? When the bathroom is done Izzy and | think we might be off the hook 
for a little bit but we would be wrong. Duff is standing in the middle of the living room in his underwear with 
a bandanna around his head and a broom in his hand. He points at the bottle of windex and the roll of paper 
towels on the table behind us and then at the windows going out onto the balcony. We groan 

"All of them you two," he says in a voice that doesn't allow for any questions. 


"Man, can't we save some of this shit for Axl and Steven to do?" Izzy whines. 
"No, itll never get done, you're a big boy now spray the windows. 


"Sir yes sir!" Izzy says stiffly and salutes Duff and then spins around and flips him off. We all laugh but we 


get down to cleaning the windows and dusting the furniture. Duff sweeps and mops all of the common areas 


and Izzy and | pick up all of our dirty clothes and put them in the hamper and | change out the laundry while 
lz sweeps the floor in our room. By the time we're finished we have clean sheets, towels, clothing, windows, and 
floors. The kitchen and bathroom are cleaner than they have been in months. It's nice. When we're done Duff 
heads straight for the shower to enjoy the bounty of shampoo and soap. | pull Izzy into our room and shut 
the door. | don't even make it to the bed before he's on me. 


Fucked up Bond 


| zzy 


| can't believe all the shit that Slash has done for me in the past few hours. He's brought me breakfast, done 

my laundry, helped me clean that hell hole of a bathroom, washed my hair; nobody treats me this good ever. | 
don't even know what to say. Being with him is something | could only have dreamed about. He's so good to me 
and | try my hardest to be just as good as him. He brings me breakfast and | replace his broken guitar strings 
with the only pack of extras | have. He steals little things for me that he knows | like: deodorant and chocolate 


and antibiotic cream for our fingers so they don't get infected when the strings slice them open 


When we go out with the others he's not trying to hide our relationship now that they know, he's affectionate 
and open and loyal. He won't pick up a girl without asking and if he can tell I'm not happy about it he doesn't go 
home with her. | try and give him the same respect. None of the rest of the guys except Axl has really given 
us any grief over our relationship. They seem pretty cool with it. The five of us have a reputation around 
town for brawling in bars and other places anyway so nobody fucks with us. When we're alone Slash is sweet 
and easy to talk to. He makes sure | have whatever | need and says nothing about it. For the first time in my 


life | find myself doing the same thing. I've never loved anyone the way | love him, not ever. 


| know I'm hurting him though because | haven't told him what Axl and | were talking about the other day 
when Axl caught us together. | can see the hurt in his eyes every now and then, especially when he catches 
me sitting and staring at nothing while I'm thinking about it. | haven't thought about that night with Axl in 
years but now it's like | can't see him without thinking about it. All the pain, both the physical and the 
emotional pain slam into me every time Axl looks at me. Axl knows it too and he's doing his best to avoid me. 
But I'll catch him staring at me from across the room, he looks away when | make eye contact. So not only is 
my relationship with my lover fucked up but my relationship with Axl is too. How do | tell Slash that | was 
once in love with Axl? How do | tell him that when | finally told Axl and kissed him that Axl went nuts and 
attacked me? Slash will kill him and | mean that literally! He'll never understand that Axl wasn't in his right 
mind; he'll never understand that even then | didn't blame Axl. Fuck, | can't even explain it to myself other than 
| know that deep down inside Axl really is crazy and that | broke him a little that night and he broke me and 
that for some reason | love Axl even more for it. We shared the pain of that night both for what we did and 
what was done to us and in some fucked up, twisted way it bonded us for life; but as brothers, friends, 
something; but not as lovers. We both realized that night that we could never be together no matter how we 
felt. Axl didn't love me the way | loved him and he never would. But he loved me and needed me as his friend. 
I'll never forget how he cried for hours after he came to his senses and realized what he'd done to me; how 
he'd held me and begged me not to hate him, how he didn't know what he was doing, how he couldn't even 
remember. I'd lain in his arms sobbing, my body torn and bleeding, my heart shattered into tiny fragments of 
nothing and blackness in my chest. We lay there curled around each other; both of us destroyed and at our 
most vulnerable. I'd admitted how | loved him and he had admitted his insanity; both of us sharing the most 
vulnerable and darkest parts of ourselves, revealing to each other the one thing in each of us that could 
destroy us. It was a night that was both horrible and beautiful in its awfulness and Axl and | shared the pain 
of it. | loved Axl even more for it, how fucking messed up is that? How could | explain to Slash, the light of my 


life that Axl and | were bonded forever in darkness? | couldn't so | didn't. 


Slash and | spent the morning cleaning the apartment; ordered about by Sergeant Duff and we were finally 
done. | want him, | wanted to bend him over and take him in the shower, and now, a couple of hours later | 
want him even more. Both because | want to fuck him silly and because I'm craving the intimacy. Being inside 
of his body gets me inside of his heart as well and I'm dying to be there. We walk back into our bedroom and 
as soon as he shuts the door | pounce on him throwing him onto the bed. He laughs and wraps his arms 
around me and pulls me down towards his mouth. | kiss him, enjoying the softness of his lips and the warm, 
gentle caresses of his tongue. Jesus | want him so much; | don't know how l'm going to even get through the 
foreplay. | kiss down his neck and lick up the curve of his ear and he whimpers. "Slash, do you know how much 


| love you? 


‘Oh, | don't know, why don't you show me how much you love me?" he teases knowing that thats exactly what 
I'm going to do. 


"Oh, | will, dont you worry gorgeous," | hiss in his ear and he shudders. | move my kisses down below his ear 
where he's sensitive and he whines and cries for my touch. | run my tongue over that spot and he whimpers. | 
start to suckle the skin there and he squirms under me and calls out "Oh, Izzy" and moans quietly. | suck 
harder and bite down hard enough to leave a bruise and he digs his fingers into my hair. When he's had 
enough | kiss and lick down his body until | get to his cock. | tease him; placing tiny kisses along his shaft but 
giving him no other stimulation. | keep moving down and push his legs even further apart and | spread his 


cheeks and run my tongue over his opening. He groans and | let it flick over him again. 


"Fuck Izzy, oh god damnit!" he groans as | keep flicking my tongue over him and pushing inside of him every 


now and then. 


‘Mmmm you like that beautiful?" | ask him, returning to the task at hand and flicking my tongue rapidly over 


his sensitive hole. 


"Yes, Izzy, it's good!" he pants and | reach up and start to stroke him with one hand. From that point on his 
moans and cries come hard and often. Shit | need him, | need him now. 


| sit up and move over top of him. "Hush now, be still," | tell him, quieting his cries from my stroking and 
where l've been licking his ass he looks at me with desperate eyes. | want him now, no stretching, no more 
teasing; he'll be so much tighter too. | reach out and grab the bottle of lube and spread it over my straining 
erection If | don't have him now I'm pretty sure I'll have a heart attack. | line myself up with his opening and 
he looks at me with big, panicky eyes; he's scared I'll hurt him if | don't stretch him out first. | realize I've 
never done this with him and he doesn't know what to expect. "Please," | beg him, "please Slash now, | can't wait 


anymore; | won't hurt you, | promise | won't hurt you, just let me?" 


Ok," he agrees, nodding a little but still looking afraid. | push into him a little and he screws up his face slightly 
in pain and whimpers and | grab the back of his head and smother his cries with my mouth. | can't stop; | slide 
the rest of the way into him groaning out loud and fisting his hair with one hand. 


"Fuuuuck Slash you're so fucking tight," | pant. 


"Izzy," he whines but | don't give him a chance to finish his sentence. | know he's going to tell me I'm hurting 
him but I'm past the point of being able to stop myself from fucking him. | hold myself up on one elbow and 

wrap my other hand around his cock and begin thrusting in and out of him at a steady rate and he groans a 
little but he doesn't fight me. | hear myself grunting and he quietly moans as my hand strokes him firmly. | 

shift a little to hit his spot and he groans louder arching up into me. 

"Iz," he breathes. 


"You like that baby doll?" | ask him breathlessly, smiling at his conflicted look He can't tell if it feels good or 
it's painful. It's a huge fucking turn on. 


| thrust into his prostate again and he arches his back into me again and says "Izzy, fuck, oh godamnit," and | 
thrust into him harder. 


"Is it good baby doll?" | ask him and slide into his pleasure spot again 


"Oh, so fucking good Izzy," he pants and he pulses in my hand. | keep fucking him and he keeps babbling and 
arching into me and he's so tight and it feels so good; l'm going to fucking cum the second he does; l'm just 
breathing and trying not to blow right this fucking second. 


"More Izzy, more," he cries and | feel him grow even harder and stiffer in my hand for a few seconds and 
then he screams and arches his back sharply and goes rigid, blowing a huge load of cum straight up onto his 
chest and my stomach; smearing it in between our bodies and gripping my hips so hard | can hardly move but 
| wrench free and thrust into him hard two more times and he yells again but so do |, | can't even yell his 
name, | can't form any kind or words; just mindless fucking yelling and groaning as his ass clenches around me 
even tighter as his orgasm wracks his body. He's so tight and so hot and l'm almost howling with the pleasure. 
Holy fucking shit! | fuck him until | go limp and he's choking into my neck from the aftershocks. 


"Oh my fucking god," | pant, "my baby, oh fuck, thank you," | groan against his mouth. "I couldn't fucking do it 
anymore; | needed you right then, | couldn't stop." 


"I know," he breathes back into my mouth. | kiss him and smile and brush his hair out of his face until | catch 
my breath. | lean my forehead against his and | close my eyes and | can feel him grinning and he drapes his 
arm around my waist lazily. Oh my fucking god that was fucking amazing. | move so l'm lying on my back and | 
pull him over so his head's on my chest and he grins like a fucking idiot. 

"Are you ok?" | ask him, still breathing a little unevenly. 


"Yeah", he answers. 


"You sure?" | question again, pulling back to look down at him. | pull his hair a little to get him to look up at me 


enough to be able to see his huge brown eyes. 


"Izzy," he stutters.'yeah, I'm good" He sighs contentedlyand snuggles his face into my neck and hair. "Come 
shower with me again," he coos into my neck. 


"Yeah, ok," | mutter and let him pull me up and into his arms; still slightly dazed. | look down at him and kiss 
him hard and hold him tightly to my body. "I love you, you know that right?" | ask him, talking directly into his 


ear. 


‘| love you too Izzy," he replies and bites my neck a little. "Come on gypsy boy," he says enticingly. “Shower for 
you again. "You have jizz all over you, what the fuck have you been doing?" 


Love in the Dark 


lzzy 

It's Friday night and we're finishing up a show at the Roxy. The place is packed and it's got to be over 100 
degrees in here. All of us lost most of clothes about I5 minutes into our set and we're dripping with sweat. | 
look over at Slash, his face hidden behind those beautiful black curls, chest glowing in the spotlight, lost in his 
guitar and my heart contracts. He's gorgeous and he's mine; | watch as his fingers fly over the strings and he 
throws his head back with his eyes closed and | smile, mine. He looks up and catches me looking over at him 
and he smiles; moving over towards me. He dances around behind me and leans his back against mine. | lean my 
head back onto his and close my eyes; thrilled at the physical contact. | lean towards his ear and say "You 


sound great baby doll." 


"Thanks gypsy boy,so do you. | can't wait to get into your pants later," he says and slides away from me. | 
turn and look at him and he's looking at me from under his hair, an evil little grin on his face and then he's 
gone, dancing over to Duff. Fuck, now | have a hard on in front of everyone. Oh well, the girls in the audience 


will enjoy it. 


Finally the show's over and we're heading off stage but Slash stays behind for a minute with Duff chatting up 
some girls, one of whom l'm sure will spend the night in Duff's bed. I'm headed towards the dressing room 
when a hand shoots out of the darkness and pulls me into a little side room. "What the fuck?!" | exclaim but 
I'm shut up by a pair of soft, thin lips pressed against mine. Axl. | pull away quickly and ask him "What the 


fuck are you doing man?" 

"What does it look like Izzy? I'm fucking kissing you. Listen I've been thinking.." Axl starts. 
"No," | say before he can get anything out. 

"What do you mean no, you don't even know what l'm going to say!" Axl says. 


"Yeah, | do more or less and nol l'm not going to sleep with you or kiss you or do anything else with you ok? 


No." | back up and shake my head. 


"What the fuck Izzy?" he fumes. "Ever since the other day you're all thats been in my head! | can't stop 
thinking about you and what would have happened if | hadn't pushed you away that night. What would have 
happened if | hadn't..you know.."he trails off. 


"What forced yourself on me?" | ask flopping back against the wall and lighting a cigarette. "Things might have 

been a lot different. But you did and it's over. You know in some sick, fucked up way that night made us closer 
but it's all darkness Axl. When | think about being with you that way it just leaves a gaping hole in my heart. | 
don't know how to fix that or make it go away but | do know that | hate the way it feels so its not 


somewhere | want to be. | had to figure out how to push you out of my heart years ago, its done now." 


"You say that Izzy but if it was true then why are you still with me every day all these years later?" Axl 
asks, glaring up at me from a few feet away. | look at him standing there, fists clenched, eyes desperate, 
wanting something from me | can't give him; | can't love him that way again | just can't. He destroyed that. 


"Because | do love you, just not the way you want me to. You're my best friend, we share some sort of weird 
bond made in blackness Axl but it's not that kind of love. That kind of love makes you happy, it makes you feel 
like you could take on anything as long as the person you love was with you. | don't feel that way about you 
anymore, if | think about it too hard | get really fucking pissed at you Axl and | fucking can't breathe. | hate 
that shit so | don't do it." 


"But Slash makes you happy?" he asks quietly. 


"Yeah Axe, he does. Slash makes me feel like there's something to live for besides drugs and this fucking band. 
It's like he brought light back into my heart after years of darkness man, he's so, | don't know, | love him Axl, 
can't you just accept that? He fills me up, | fucking adore him man, I'm not giving him up; I'm not giving up the 
way he makes me feel to fill myself up with darkness again. Do you know how it would break me to lose him? 
Axl, | don't know how this thing between Slash and me got this serious so fast but it did and l'm happy, l'm 
happy for the first time in years. Shit, listen to me l'm babbling like a fucking teenage girl, but Axl | love him 


so much. Do you understand?" 


"Yeah Izzy, | understand," he mumbles. | catch a glimpse of his eyes in the dark and my heart nearly breaks. 
His eyes are so haunted; full of pain, and love, and desperation Where were those things when | needed them 8 
years ago? Where were those feelings when | needed him to feel them? When | was feeling them? Something 
about this whole situation makes me so angry that | turn around and start kicking the wall. People think Axl's 


the crazy one and l'm the quiet one; those people have never seen me angry. 


He lets me kick the wall for a couple of minutes, until I've made a hole in it and then he comes and wraps his 
arms around me from behind. | sag down on the floor and he follows me; l'm sobbing and he's trying to 
comfort me but | push him off. | can't let him near me, | can't let him put his arms around me or I'll give in 
and | don't want to. 


Why does he have to do this? Why now when I'm finally in love with someone else does he have to suddenly 
have feelings? I've spent half my life dying for him to have these types of feelings for me and | want nothing 
more than to hold him and take all of the pain | see in his eyes away but | won't. | know it will be for nothing 
because in a few weeks or in a few months he'll turn on me and I'll be just as alone as | ever was except this 
time I'll be missing Slash too and that thought makes me want to die. 


Finally Axl gets up and leaves; but not before sitting with his arms wrapped around me for a good I0 minutes. | 
curl up in a corner of the dark little room and lean my head on the wall. What the fuck? | hear Slash calling 

me and | yell his name. He walks into the dark room and sees the glow of my cigarette against the far wall and 
he walks over to me; straining to see in the dim light. He can see I've been crying and sits down beside me and 


pulls my face up to look at him. "What's going on Izzy?" he asks. 


| don't know if he was expecting an answer or not but it all comes pouring out of me. Everything that 
happened between Axl and | all those years ago, what happened tonight, how | feel about it, all of it, ending in 


how | realized that | can't live without him. 


He doesn't let go of me the whole time l'm talking; he just sits with his arms around me stroking my hair and 
holding me and just listening. When I'm finally done he hands me a second cigarette and lights it for me. We just 
sit there in the dark for a long time before he says anything. Finally he just sighs and says "Ok" 


"What does that mean baby doll?" | ask cautiously. | have no idea how | would feel if he was telling me all of 


this. 
"It just means "ok". Mostly | want to know if you're ok. Are you?" 


"Really only if you are, | know it's been getting to you that | haven't told you all of this stuff. | can tell 

sometimes when you look at me that it's been hurting you, I'm sorry Slash, the last thing | ever want to do is 
hurt you. Thinking about hurting you fucking kills me. Id rather slit my own fucking throat than do anything to 
hurt you. | love you so much.." | sit with my head between my knees pulling at my own hair and sighing. | feel 
Slash move and suddenly he's there behind me, turning me around so that my butts between his legs and my 
legs are draped over one of his. He pulls my upper body into his and holds me tightly, his face burrowing into 


my hair. | wrap my arms around his waist and hold on for dear life. 
"Please don't leave," | whisper. 


‘lm not," he whispers back and grips me even tighter. Finally he whispers "I love you so much Izzy, you're not 


going to leave me for him are you?" 


"God no," | sigh. "No, not ever, not now, not tomorrow, not ever. | promise you, never Slash." Then his mouth is 
on mine and he shoves me down onto the floor underneath him. His kisses are hard and urgent; needing exactly 
the same thing | need from him-validation. Neither of us is good at expressing ourselves verbally but our sex 


life is on fire with everything we can never find a way to say. 


His kisses are relentless; pushing every bit of darkness in my heart away until I'm totally lost in him. There is 
nothing else there is only his body on top of mire, his lips on mine, his hardness pressed against mine. He 
reaches down and pops the button on my jeans and drags them down my hips and off of my body doing the 


same to his own. 


Three of his fingers graze my lips and | open my mouth and swirl my tongue around them and suck on them, 
causing him to moan, finally pulling them away and gently sliding one inside of me. | groan and rock my hips 
towards him. He takes the hint and slowly pushes in a second and then a third. "Slash!" | hear myself gasp as 
he starts to stretch me. His rough fingers find my prostate and he skims the pads of his fingers over it. | 
shriek and he hushes me with more lust filled kisses. 


"Izzy | want you so fucking bad!" he groans and rubs himself against me. 


"Take me then, I'm yours, just fucking take me already, l'm dying here!" | tell him grabbing his ass and grinding 
myself into him. He makes a funny sound and pulls back and spits in his hand. He greases up his cock and pulls 
his fingers out of me replacing them with the head of his huge dick. 


"You ready?" he asks pushing against me, letting me feel that delicious pressure. 


"Oh fuck Slash just take me already!" | groan. He laughs and slowly pushes all the way into me feel every inch 
of his cock slide into me; leaving me feeling full and desperate for him to fuck me. | gasp when he moves to 
pull back and cry out when he 

thrusts back in hard. 


"Do you like that Izzy?" he asks; dragging his cock slowly over my prostate making me squeal again 


"Yes!" | pant and he thrusts back in. He wraps his hand around my cock and moans when he finds me already 


dripping for him. 
"Mmm lzz," he groans as me moves in and out of me, smearing my precum into the head of my cock. 


"Harder baby, please!" | beg him. He moans and gives me what | want; bringing his lips to mine again and kissing 
me hungrily. We're both starving for one another and my hands are all over him; in his hair, running down his 
back and chest, squeezing his ass as he fucks me. "Oh god damn it Slash! | yell as he slams into my prostate. 
"Just a little more baby please, I'm almost there!" | plead with him. 


His groans get louder and more needy and | feel my balls tightening and that familiar tingle starting at the 
base of my cock. "Now Slash, hard!" | beg rocking my hips up and down against his. He thrusts harder and 
faster and | manage to get out "Slash, yes! Oh fuck l'm gonna cum!" before he smothers my cries with his 
mouth. | scream into his lips and explode between our bodies. My ass contracts hard around him and he yells 
out my name and | grab him and press my mouth back to his to drown out his ecstatic cries which turn into 
groans and then sighs and finally just labored breathing as he comes down. He leans his forehead against mine 
and smiles at me. | cup his face in my hands and kiss him happily and smile back. "Thanks for that, | needed it!"! 
tell him quietly. 


"Me too Izzy, me too," he breathes. "I love you," he says looking into my eyes. 
‘| love you too baby doll," | tell him. "Way more than you know.’ 


"No, | do know Izzy. | love you that much too, he says looking into my eyes. | smile up at him and he kisses me 
softly. We stay that way for a while; cuddling and kissing and enjoying the afterglow and the release of all of 
the tension that's been building over the past few days. He finally stands up and pulls me across the hall into 
the deserted shower room where he left his bag of soap and shampoo and we get cleaned up and go home 


where | fall asleep snuggled into his arms; both of us happy, safe in the arms of the one we love. 


Wild Horses 


| wake up later to Slash mumbling and squirming around in his sleep. | listen to him and | can't make out 
anything but my name and the word "please." When it doesn't stop | shake him awake and he looks around, 
confused and hurt maybe? When he looks at me relief crosses his face and he moves over and buries his face 
in the crook of my neck breathing hard. His arm goes around my waist and he pulls me over so that my chest 
is pressed up against his. | can feel his heart pounding and | hold him tight and kiss the top of his head. 


"What were you dreaming about baby doll?" | ask him. He doesn’t answer so | start to stroke up and down his 
back and | whisper how much | love him in his ear and nuzzle into him trying to calm him down. 


| was dreaming about you and Axl, | dreamed that | walked in on the two of you making out and you said you 


wanted to be with him; not me. | begged you to change your mind but you wouldn't. Then you woke me up." 
"Aww sweetness you know that's never going to happen," | try and reassure him. 
"Do 1?" he asks not looking up at me. His voice is small and hurt. 


"Slash, look at me," | ask him while tilting his chin upwards so | can see those beautiful brown eyes. | reach 
over and turn the light on so we can really see each other. "This is really bothering you isn't it?" He nods. "You 
know you don't have to always play it cool with me, if something hurts you or makes you angry tell me. If 
you're worried about something, tell me. Don't keep it inside, | trust you to tell me the truth and you're hard 
to read sometimes; you spend so much time numbing yourself to the world that | don't always know what 
you're feeling. Not that I'm any better about that, but Slash I'll always be honest with you, | swear; but you 
have to do the same for me ok? Let me know what you're feeling. | don't want you to hide it if you're hurting; 
how can | make it better if | don't even know?" He looks into my eyes for a long time and then gives me a little 


smile. 


"Izzy what are your feelings for Axl? What are your feelings for me?" he questions; his eyes dark pools of 


emotion. 


| sigh and run my hand through my hair. "Want a cigarette?" | ask him "Because this is going to take a while. 
He nods and | put one between his lips and light it and then light my own. 


"Ok, so you know Axl and | grew up together from about junior high on, like you and Stevie right?" He nods. 
"Well, Axl's parents were crazy, mostly his stepdad. He was a Pentecostal preacher and he was always coming 
down on Axl and his brothers and sisters for "sinning." Even if they didn't do anything he was on them. He 
smacked the crap out of Axe one time for watching a cigarette commercial on TV because there was a girl in 
a bikini in it; never mind that he was sitting there watching it too! Anyway, there was constant abuse. 


In my house it was more neglect, my mom was too depressed to deal with three boys so she hardly noticed a 


fourth one around all the time. Anyway, junior high was about the time that | finally admitted to myself | liked 


guys just as much as girls and you know how Axl is all tiny and feminine." Slash raises his eyebrows at me. 
“Sometimes but he's all man onstage, Izzy, no feminine there." 


"No but sometimes when he's alone and you watch him he looks like a girl. The cops back home whistled at him 
watching him walk down the street, all they could see was his back. When he turned around and they saw he 
was a guy they were PISSED! Harassed him from that day on. So anyway, when we were about IT I finally got 
up the nerve, thanks to lots of liquid courage, and | kissed him. He freaked out, beat the crap out of me, and 
then, you know what happened, | don't want to say it ok?" | plead quietly. 


"I know baby," Slash whispers and kisses me softly. | reach up and stroke his cheek and give him a little smile 


and continue. 


"But Slash, Axl wasn't Axl; something changed in his eyes; it was like Axl was gone and in his place was a raving 
lunatic. I've never seen anything like it. He looked like some kind of demon or something. | could see when he was 
back too, it was weird, and scary. We just sat and looked at each other for the longest time. He broke the 

silence first; he scooted over to me and put his arm around me and started crying, saying he had blacked out 


and asking me what happened, he was terrified! | think he honestly couldn't remember. 


So | told him and then | punched him and told him to get off of me and then he yelled something about me 
being gay and him being a psycho and how one of us was just as fucked up as the other one and he was right. 
One of us is just as fucked up as the other one. He lay down beside me on the floor and pulled me into his 
arms and we both just laid there and cried for | have no idea how long. Then it was like we couldn't stay away 
from each other. Nothing happened between us but we were together all the time, smoking weed, listening to 
music, skipping school and | hated it. | hated being around him after what happened but | couldn't stay away 
from him; he was my only friend such as it was. He always had my back no matter what kind of fucked up 
situation we found ourselves in. We spent nights in jail together, got in fights together, everything.’ 


"But you know what the final straw was? We had this shack that we found in the woods where we used to 
hang out and drink and smoke while we skipped school. We had a ghetto blaster out there and we had that 
place filled with stolen cassettes. Anyway, | came out there one day and caught him with another guy. He 
couldn't fucking be with me but he could fuck another guy? In our place? What the fuck is that? It really 
fucked with my head and | left town two weeks later for LA” 


"| didn't care for him any less as my friend, like a brother, but he had broken my heart a second time. Fuck 
that shit! | thought | was in the clear once | got here but god damnit if he didn't follow me! | couldn't believe 
the night | opened the door and he was fucking standing there. | thought | had gotten away; | thought | could 
start over and god damnit there he was! It was like the darkest chapter of my life had shown up on my 
fucking doorstep. | let him in and left 30 minutes later to go fucking score and shoot up because | couldn't 
handle his ass being around. Weird shit was that he never really brought it up until he saw me with you. | 
mean | caught him staring at me sometimes with this half crazed look in his eyes but he never made a move 


on me, never said he was sorry, nothing." 


"Now its like he realized that | might actually love someone else in my life and he can't stand that idea. Maybe 
he was content to love me from afar or some shit but not me. | don't want to love him that way from 
anywhere near or far. | just want him to forget that any of that shit ever happened so | can forget it too; 
but now he's dragged it all up again. Why can't he just leave me the fuck alone and let me be happy?" l'm so 
angry that | slam my fist into the mattress startling Slash who jumps a litle. 


| hold him tighter for a second and then move so that | can look at him-nose to nose, forehead to forehead 
and | stroke the side of his face. "But you, you don't bring the blackness Slash, you bring nothing to me but 
light. It's like you're the sun and I'm the moon, just a pale copy shining back the light you give to me. | wanted 
that light in your for so long and | finally have it and l'm not throwing it away for something or someone 
who's never done anything but destroy me. Do you get what I'm saying baby?" His huge eyes just look up into 
mine; full of hope and the fear of it for with hope comes the possibility of being devastated. "What I'm saying 
is | love you, you're the light of my life, my hope, my warmth, my comfort, my love. When we're together 
there is nothing else, there's only you. When we're not together all | can think about is when you'll be back. | 
love you like I've never loved another person before. You're my whole heart baby, there's only you in my 


world. So please my sweet angel, don't worry. I'm not going anywhere and | hope you aren't either." 


"| don't want to go anywhere Izzy, | love you; which fucks with my head sometimes because it all came outta 
nowhere, but | do. All | want to do is love you and take care of you for as long as you'll let me. | was thinking 
about it the other morning when | went and got you breakfast; there's never been any chick | would have gone 
and gotten breakfast for, especially not after a night of drinking. But | couldn't stop myself; | wanted you to 
wake up to something nice, to something good to eat because you're always sick the morning after you get 
trashed like that and you stay sick unless someone can convince you to eat and we actually have food in the 
house. | just couldn't stand the thought of you feeling bad and if | could do something to stop it | had to, even 
if | did have to get out of bed and walk down the street early in the morning hung over." 


"I also just wanted to see you smile Izzy. You don't smile enough and when you do | feel like l'm falling for you 
all over again. It's like | want to do anything and everything | can to make you happy; even if its too my own 
detriment. If it would make you happy to be with Axl, Izzy | wouldn't stop you. It would kill me but if that's 


what you needed | would do it," Slash whispers, his voice starting to break and he looks away from me. 


"Well it wouldn't make me happy so don't think about it," | tell him forcing him to look at me again His eyes are 
full of tears but | already knew that; | could hear it in his voice before he stopped talking. He looks so 
vulnerable and so young. Then | remember that he is young, he's all of 22 and sometimes the almost three 
years between us feels like 20. He might be the one taking care of me an awful lot but I'm the one that's 
going to have to do the comforting now. | stroke his hair and hum the only love song | know that we both 
actually like the Rolling Stone's "Wild Horses." | get about three bars into it and he asks me to sing it not hum 
it and so | do. | feel ridiculous but that's ok, it's for Slash so I'll sing love songs, in fact | can do better than 
that. | get up and grab one of my guitars and bring it back and sit with him leaning against my chest 
supporting the guitar with his leg; and | start to play and sing quietly in his ear but | change the words so 
they're about him. 


"Aimless living, is easy to do 


The peace that | wanted, | got that from you 
Dark- eyed lover, you know who | am, 


You know | can't let you, slide through my hands 


Wild horses couldn't drag me away 

Wild, wild horses, couldn't drag me away 

| watched you suffer a dull aching pain 

Now all | want is your smile again 

No crazy redheads who are out of their minds 
Could make me feel bitter, or treat you unkind 
Wild horses couldn't drag me away 

Wild, wild horses, couldn't drag me away 

| know | dreamed you a sin and a lie 

One day they'll all see, this love's not a crime 
Hearts have been broken, tears have been cried 
But now that | have you; there's no pain inside 
Wild horses couldn't drag me away 

Wild, wild lover, let me take you away 

Wild horses couldn't drag me away 

Wild, wild lover, let me take you away" 


| finish the song and put the guitar down and wrap my arms around Slash as tightly as | can and nuzzle into 
his hair. He squirms around though until he's holding me too, chest to chest, both of us gripping the other one 
like we might be ripped apart at any second. "Thank you," he whispers in my ear. 


"For what?" | ask him, truly puzzled. 
"For loving me the way you do. Thank you for trusting me with your heart and for letting me into it. | know 
its hard for you sometimes. Just know I'll never hurt you, and that you're my everything and | trust you 


Izzy, so please, keep your promise and don't break my heart either." 


‘Never baby doll, never." | promise again | close my eyes and breathe in his familiar smell; leather and whiskey 


and cigarettes. | think that at this moment | might actually truly be happy, maybe for the first time ever. 


Eavesdropping on a Memory 
Axl's POV 


| heard them last night, Slash and Izzy fucking making love or whatever it is they want to call it. Sick fucking 
gay shit, but why can't | stop listening? | had my fucking ear pressed up against the wall for over an hour 
listening to them. Slash's quiet moaning, Izzy's quiet murmurs, | could hear it all and | fucking hated it. | wanted 
to break their fucking door down and beat the shit out of them until they shut the hell up but it wasn't 
because what they were doing disgusted me; it was because | wanted to be Slash, well not be him exactly, just 


be in his position which happened to be underneath Izzy. 


| know its fucking sick that | want Izzy when | could have had him years ago but went psycho on him instead. 
All | remember about that night was Izzy, who was drunk as fuck wrapping his arms around my waist and 
ducking his head to kiss me. his lips were so soft and it just felt right, so naturally | punched him so hard that 
| knocked one of his teeth loose. The next thing | remember is sitting in front of Izzy, who was balled up on the 
floor with his pants around his knees bleeding and shaking! was even more weirded out by the fact that my 
pants were around my knees and my dick was covered in blood and cum and shit. It took about 30 seconds for 
me to realize that | had obviously fucked him. Had he wanted me to? | didn't fucking remember which scared 
the shit out of me. My heart was pounding, | was starting to panic; what did | just do to Izzy? Izzy was my 
best friend, what had just happened? Did | hurt Izzy? 


The panic started to overtake me and | remember that | was shaking and crying; absolutely terrified and 
knowing that | had most likely just done something terrible to the one person in the world who loved me 
despite and maybe actually because of who | was. | remember calling out his name and bursting into tears. He 
sat up immediately and punched me; splitting the skin on my cheek he hit me so hard. | remember there was 
yelling and then finally he let me put my arms around him and he pulled me into his chest, cradling me like a 
baby and stroking my hair; whispering to me, telling me to calm down. Then he started crying, sobbing these 
huge gasping sobs; and all | could do was wrap my arms around him and hold on for dear life. | mean there's 
no handbook for what to do after you fuck your best friend halfway against his will. | know its what he 
wanted when he kissed me; but not like that. 


| don't know how long we lay there on the floor of that shack where we hung out all time but | DO know that 
what happened that night was the most fucked up thing ever. | broke something in Izzy that night I've never 
been able to fix. It's not a fixable kind of thing. 


| think someone else broke him even more than | did later; sometimes he gets this terrified, far-away look in 
his eyes and gets really jumpy and it seems to come out of nowhere so who knows what sets it off but 
something happened to him sometime after | hurt him. | know | caused the initial damage though but whatever 
happened to him later seems to have been pretty bad too because his eyes are so haunted and they weren't 
always like that. But since he's been with Slash that look in his eyes is fading, it's like he's found some sort of 
peace and | hate Slash for it because | want to be the one to give him that. | want to be the one to soothe his 
heart and chase away whatever demons he's facing. But he won't let me be theat person for him, he only has 


eyes for our pretty little lead guitarist and |. Hate. That. | sigh and lean my head against the wall and take a 
few deep breaths, trying to calm myself so | won't go into the next room and kill Slash for being what | can 


never be for Izzy. 


My thoughts drift back to that night that Izzy and | fucked, after that it was like we couldn't stay away from 
each other but both of us were constantly drunk or high on pot. The most fucked up thing was that after 
what | did, after | called Izzy a faggot and beat him and forced myself on him | found myself wanting him. | 
wouldn't admit it to myself then but | was falling in love with him but it was too late; I'd already destroyed his 
love for me. | tried, | followed him around like a lost puppy but it just made him angry; pushed him even 


further away. 


So | did what | do best: | fucked shit up even more. | wanted Izzy, but | couldn't have him so | started sweet 
talking one of the only openly gay kids in town. One afternoon | brought him to the old hunting shack in the 
woods where Izzy and | hung out all the time while we were skipping school or hiding from our parents. | knew 
Izzy would show up there after school so | got the kid to cut class with me so that | would be there before 
Izz. Sure enough he walked in to find rutting like dogs on the dirt floor. He didn't say a word; he just looked at 
me with those soulful eyes full of pain and turned around and walked out. 


It was the revenge | wanted but | felt terrible about it. What the fuck is wrong with me? | hurt him; he 
reacts totally normally by shutting me out so | hurt him again. Whats wrong with me that | can't understand 
or handle other people's feelings? All | ever want to do is hurt people. | do it to everyone. Even my current 
girlfriend Erin, | do things to hurt her all time. Why do | even have a girlfriend? All| ever feel towards her is 
hatred because she's not Izzy, unless I'm fucking her in which case l'm suddenly madly in love with her. | hurt 


everybody | love, my family, Erin, Izzy.. 


But Izzy hurt me too; one day Izzy was just gone. He left for LA and didn't even say goodbye. To any normal 
person this would be a sign that they weren't wanted. Izzy was trying to get away from me, chasing our 
mutual dream of making it in the music business. But | didn't care if he didn't want me; | wanted him so | 
followed him. When | showed up on his doorstep a few months later he looked like he was going to be sick. He 
didn't tell me to leave; he just left me alone in his apartment for half the night and went and got fucked up. 
That's what he does now; if he doesn't want to feel pain he slips a needle into his veins and drifts away. | hate 
it but | know part of it is my own damn fault, not that l'll admit that to him. I'll just call him a piece of shit 
junkie instead. Its easier than admitting | drove him to the heroin and the booze. | never said a word to Izzy 
about how | felt about him, | just pretended it never happened; we both did until | caught him and Slash with 
their pants down in the alley behind the Roxy. 


| was so disgusted by the sight of the two of them; disgusted and turned on and angry! Izzy wanted someone 
else besides me and that fucking ripped my heart out and | hate feeling pain so | turn it into anger. The fact 
that Izzy flat out turned me down later that week when | tried to kiss him has only served to fuel my rage. | 
will destroy whatever is between Izzy and Slash; I'll leave them just as broken as | am. But right now | can't 


stop listening to what's happening between them in the next room. 


Izzy had been singing to Slash, he was singing "Wild Horses" but the words were different, he changed them so 


that they were about him and Slash. Then there was some disgusting lovey -dovey bullshit conversation 
between them which ended in what | can only imagine was sucking face. Now they're fucking; only it isn't 
fucking, Izzy's for real making love to that curly haired little punk | can hear Slash whimper and moan and the 
vibrations of Izzy's voice. | can hear his declarations of love and his promises that it will last forever. | can 
her Izzy sigh when Slash does something he likes and his deep groans and words of encouragement when Slash 
takes him into his mouth. Then | hear them shift on the bed and Slash gasps. | picture Izzy pushing his fingers 
inside of him, stretching him open and touching Slash's prostate; causing the sudden intake of breath | just 
heard. 

Then Slash hisses and Izzy's groaning quietly and | know Izzy just slid his dick into Slash. Imagining Izzy's cock 
pushing slowly into Slash's asshole makes my own dick throb with need and | start to stroke myself as | listen 
to Izzy fuck his lover. As Slash's moans and Izzy's cries get louder and needier my own excitement grows. | 
don't know what Izzy's doing but Slash is loving it, begging for more and whimpering with every squeak of the 
bedsprings. When | hear him cry out Izzy's name as he cums, shortly followed by Izzy's own ecstatic moans | 
let go and cum with them, every sound they make adding to my own pleasure. | bite down on my lip to stifle 
my own groans of pleasure as | explode into my own hand. When my breathing slows I'm not happy. | feel like 
such a loser listening to my best friend fuck another man and jerking off to it. | want to be that other man, 
and if | can't be then I'll be with him. If | can't have Izzy then the least | can do is take Slash from him. Sounds 
like he's a pretty good fuck anyway. 


Fucking the Nightmares Away 


lzzy 

Peaceful, in love, happy. Slash is in my arms, nuzzling into my neck, his nightmares gone. | close my eyes and 
let myself relax into the beautiful boy in my lap. | rub his back slowly "Baby doll, let me love you," | whisper. 
He makes a tiny noise of assent and my lips are softly pressed to his. He kisses back eagerly but | slow him 


down. "Not so fast, let me enjoy you, don't rush it," | murmur in his ear. 


| kiss him slowly and gently and no matter how hard he tries to speed it up | won't change the pace. Finally he 
gives in to what he tells me is my torturously slow pace and starts to relax as | trace my fingers up and 
down his spine. My fingers glide over his back, around his side, up his chest and then | cup his face in my 
hands and he finally slows down and our kisses begin to deepen | groan into his mouth and pull him towards my 
lap and he moans quietly and grinds himself into my crotch. | tighten my grip on his hips and raise my own up 
to meet his. He's so hard, fuck | want him. | grind into him again and we both groan. | quickly get both of our 
boxers off and | teasingly run my hand down over his shaft and his balls causing him to suck in his breath and 


make a small, startled sound. 


The next surprise is on me though, Slash moves off of my lap and moves down to take me into his mouth. 
Those lips that God gave him for kissing were also made for sucking dick. I'm pretty sure that this is such a 
sinful thought that lightning is going to come streaking out of the sky and strike me dead at any moment but | 
don't care; all | can think about is the velvety softness of his lips wrapped around my cock. | groan from 
somewhere deep inside myself and arch towards his hot, wet, mouth. "Oh yeah baby," | pant, snaking my 


fingers through his curls. He hums around my dick and | whimper in pleasure. 


God damn he's good at this; the things he does with his tongue alone are the subjects of my wet dreams. He 
wraps it around the head of my shaft which is throbbing and twitching for him and swirls it around and down 
and then presses it hard into the sensitive spot on the back of the head of my cock as he swallows me. He 
slides up and down like this; his sinuous movements turning me on even more and my hands clench in his hair. 
"Just a little more Slash, keep doing that baby, please" | beg. He doesn't disappoint. He repeats the motion, 
sliding his mouth up and down my cock and teasing me with his tongue; sliding a hand in to squeeze and tug at 
my balls and drawing desperate sounds out of my mouth. | feel his finger slide between my cheeks and tease 
my opening, running his finger over and around it applying gentle pressure but not pushing into me. This gives 
me just the push | need and | suddenly feel a fire ripping through my loins as | cum hard; so hard in fact that 
| can't make a sound. All| can do is fist Slash's hair and push his head down further onto my cock. | feel 
myself slide into his throat and he hums a little again and my vision fades to white. | find myself in a state of 
absolute ecstasy. Maybe that fucking lightning bolt shot me after all 


He sucks me dry and then moves up my body to kiss me again, wrapping his arms around me, under my back, 
holding me as close as he possibly can. | run my tongue along his bottom lip asking for entry and he grants it 
and | caress his tongue with my own. | can taste myself mixed in with the cigarettes and whiskey that are 
Slash's usual taste. His kisses are starting to get urgent; and even though | want to kiss back lazily and bask in 


the afterglow of my orgasm that wouldn't be fair. He needs release too. | sit up and move behind him; moving 


his hair away from his neck so | can kiss and lick up the side of it. | tease the sensitive spot behind his ear, 
kissing and nibbling there until he's whimpering. Then | move to the other side and he thinks I'll do the same 
thing but instead | suck hard on that spot and bite down hard enough to bruise, marking him so that everyone 


will know he's mine. 


The sound he makes in response causes my dick to stiffen up again, the mixture of pleasure and a little pain 
voiced by my beautiful lover sending a powerful jolt of excitement through me. | brush my erection against his 
hips and he groans, pushing back towards me but I'm not giving in that easily. | gently push him down onto the 
bed and kiss down his back, lightly tracing circles on his skin in the places my lips aren't touching. He sighs 
contentedly and | smile; "Happy baby boy?" | ask him. "Feeling better about things?" 


He shifts a little so he can look at me. "I am happy Izzy, and | feel a lot better about everything; thanks for 
finally talking to me about it. | didn't want to bug you about it but it was bothering me that you hadn't told 
me what happened and | kept catching you staring off into space and | knew you were thinking about whatever 


it was between you and Axl. It scared me |zz, | was afraid you were thinking about leaving me." 
"No pretty baby, never," | say and lean down to give him a soft kiss. 


"I know that now," he says and smiles. "Thanks for the song too, that was, just, thank you, it was really sweet, 
it was more than sweet, | just know don't know what to say Izzy, | suck at expressing myself with words!" he 


chuckles and gives me a rueful grin 


"Yeah well, words aren't everyone's thing but the other ways you find to express yourself are pretty fucking 
amazing. Every time that fucking guitar's in your hands your soul comes pouring out of your amps. | can 
always figure out what you're feeling by the way you play. There was a lot of painful note-bending this past 
week, | knew you were hurting. I'm sorry for that," | tell him; stroking his cheek and kissing him again. 


‘Its ok Izzy, everybody gets hurt feelings sometimes; l'm not hurting now. And Izzy? You singing to me? | loved 
it, | love you," he confesses and looks straight into my eyes. | feel like I'm pitching forward into them, falling 
into his heart; a place where | was comfortably weightless, eternally happy, and safer than I'd ever been | was 
in so far over my head but in a good way; | was drowning in love and | didn't want to come up for air ever 


again. 


"I love you too," | stammer, realizing I've just been sitting there staring into his eyes. | feel my cheeks heating 


up and | know l'm blushing. 
"You're adorable when you blush," Slash teases and kisses me on the cheek. 


"You're adorable all the time," | tell him tickling his side and making him jump. "But seriously Slash, I'm so in 
love with you that | can't even remember what life was like before you, | don't want to. All | want to know is 
how happy | am now; how wonderful life is with you in it. Please don't ever break my heart babe because | 


think | would die and everyone breaks my heart sooner or later." 


‘lm not everyone Izzy, | won't hurt you; don't hurt me either," he soothes and pleads at the same time. 


| won't," | vow and turn him over so that he's lying under me and this time it's me who's kisses are hard and 
passionate. He groans into my mouth and slides his hands up my back and over my shoulders and arms, finally 
settling on wrapping one arm around my waist and cupping the back of my head with his other hand. | reach 
for the bottle of lube on the bedside table and flick it open. | break the kiss long enough to squirt some onto 
the first three fingers of my right hand. Slash spreads his legs wide open for me like a groupie whore trying 
to impress me with her sluttiness and | laugh quietly and so does he. "Trying to show off your junk?" | tease 


him. 
"| don't need to show it off, | think it speaks for itself, I'm just displaying it for you." 


"And | appreciate the view," | tell him bringing my lips back to his and slicking up his entrance. | start to work 
one finger into him and he moans quietly in appreciation of the feeling. He doesn't show any signs that my 
finger's hurting him so | add the second and third ones that I've greased up and set to work stretching him 
open but not before | pleasure him by stroking his prostate. 


He cries out into my shoulder in pleasure and | whisper in his ear how hot it is when he makes noise for me. 
I'm not even sure he comprehended what | was saying since | didn't stop what | was doing while | was talking to 
him. | start to suckle his earlobe while I'm playing with him and his cries and whimpers and pleas for more 


continue. He's practically riding my hand; rolling his hips in time to my every movement. 
‘Izzy, baby, you're gonna make me cum," he murmurs urgently. 


"Yeah, | am but not with my fingers," | answer and slide my fingers out of him. He almost wails in 
disappointment. | cut him off suddenly with a kiss that's so full of lust that my own dick throbs in pleasure. | 
gasp and sit up to quickly smear lube on myself and | enter Slash in one long, slow, push. He groans throws his 
head back and | hiss at the sensation of his tight heat around my shaft. Holy shit he's so tight; | never 
understand how my cock fits into him as tight as he is. But just like his lips were made for kissing and dick 
sucking his pretty little ass was made to fuck. | glide in and out of him we both groan in pure, hedonistic 


pleasure. 


‘Oh Izzy," Slash moans. "Oh my god, oh yeah." He sounds like such a dirty little whore when he's this excited 


and that in turn excites me. 
"You like Slash? You're moaning like a whore so you must like it" | hiss. 


"I'm your whore Izzy," he answers shamelessly. He spreads himself even wider underneath me and looking at 
him sprawled out like that draws an animalistic growl out of my throat that surprises even me. | reach down 
and put my hands under his knees and throw them over my shoulders and fuck him harder. 

"Shit Izzy, that's fucking good!" he squeaks. His muscles are tightening inside of his body and his huge cock is 
pulsating and twitching on his belly, smearing precum onto his stomach. | realize I'm not even going to have to 


touch his cock in order for him to cum he's so turned on. Turned on for me; I'm the one making him feel so 


good and that thought causes my own dick to twitch in excitement. 

"Oh fuck Slash, you're gonna make me cum soon, | could cum just looking youl” | pant. The only reply | get is a 
series of rapid whimpering sounds followed by my name being yelled loudly and he goes completely rigid 
underneath me. | feel his hot cum shoot onto my chest and stomach and his muscles squeeze down on me so 
hard that | let out a cry of my own as l'm pulled under by a wave of pleasure. It's a surreal moment; | can 
hear myself moaning over and over and | can see a ton of thick, white fluid shooting out of Slash's cock up 
onto his chest. | can feel myself pulsating inside of his tight, hot ass as my own cum explodes out of me and 
fills his insides; he's moaning fisting the bed sheets and my hair. Its a moment that | don't want to end. 


Both of us slowly come back down to earth; reveling in the aftershocks of pleasure from our orgasms. Slash's 
breathing is hard and rasping and every now and then he lets out a tiny groan. I'm panting and whimpering and 
still riding out the pleasure until the sensation gets to be too much and | pull out of him. 

"Ohhh" he groans quietly as he feels me slide out of his body. | look around and see a t-shirt lying on the bed 
that one of us dropped there at some point and | grab it and begin to gently clean Slash's cum off of both us 
and | clean my own cum off of my cock and Slash's ass. | draw a blanket up over both of us pull him over to 
me and he snuggles into my chest. He's already sleepy again which is totally adorable because he's so cuddly 
and needy. 

"Oh my god Slash," | sigh. 


"Mmmm, | love you Izzy, | think I'm gonna love you forever," he mumbles nuzzling into me, trying his best to 
get closer to me and get me to kiss him. | give him what he wants and give him a soft, gentle kiss and pet his 


face and hair and hold him tighter. 

"I think I'm going to love you forever too darlin, especially if the sex stays this good!" | chuckle and nuzzle into 
his hair. "Go back to sleep now sweet baby, no 

more nightmares now ok?" 

"No, no more nightmares, maybe a wet dream instead’ he giggles. 

"Only you could still be horny after sex like that!" | scoff disbelievingly. 


"You make me that way, | can't help how hot you are," he says grinning behind his hair. 


"It's just what | do babe, l'm all hotness all the time!" | answer. 
"Mmm yeah you are," he says sleepily. | kiss the top of his head. 


"So are you gorgeous. | love you," | tell him shifting a little to get more comfortable. 
‘Love you too Izz, g' night," he mumbles, already almost gone. 


"Goodnight sweetness," | whisper closing my own eyes and waiting for sleep to take me. 


Seek and Destroy 


Axl 

Happiness is not to be tolerated if it's not my own Izzy and Slash are disgustingly happy; this means they 
must be destroyed. I've tried the angle of taking Izzy away from Slash and it didn't work. | could keep trying 
but | know Izzy and he'll either eventually snap or beat the shit out of me or he'll take Slash and run just to 
get the fuck away from me. Either way my mission is not accomplished; they'd still be together and | wouldn't 
have Izzy. So I'm going to have to go about it from the other end. If | can't take Izzy away from Slash then I'l 
take Slash away from Izzy. 


It might take a while, but then again it might not. Slash is young, eager to please Izzy and me since we're older 
and it was our fucking band to begin with. He's also horny as fuck all the time which is a plus in my book; it's 
obviously one in Izzy's too so working the angle of getting Izzy to believe that Slash did something sexual with 
me even if he doesn't might not be too far-fetched. So it comes down to being successful at one of three 
things: 

| Getting Slash to sleep with me and telling Izzy. 

2. Getting Slash into a compromising positon at a strategic moment which Izzy will catch him. 

3. Outright lying about fucking Slash but getting Izzy to buy it. 

Any of these scenarios will end up with Izzy being single and vulnerable and very unhappy giving me an 
opportunity to come to his rescue. Maybe for once | won't be the asshole; I'll get to be Izzy's knight in shining 


armor. 


| give it a few weeks until we hit the road; we're on tour opening for The Cult, our first major tour as an 
opening act. Slash and Izzy are disgustingly excited about everything but especially about each other. Not that 
its stopped them from fucking whatever girls make their way backstage too; those two come backstage, drink, 
chat up some chicks disappear with them and then I'll see them disappearing into one of their hotel rooms 
together later. | followed them one night and what they're doing is fucking the girls in one room, leaving them 
there and then going back to the other's hotel room to fuck each other and pass out. Not even the temptation 


of girls comes between these two. Well maybe the temptation of me will 


One night onstage | change my pattern of dancing all over the stage and occasionally touching Izzy, which he 
tolerates to dancing around and flat out being all over Slash. | lean on him, | lay my head on his shoulder, | put 
my arm around him and breathe into his ear. | never stop singing and he never stops playing, not for a second 
but | see his eyes get huge underneath that curtain of hair. He tries to go and stand near Izzy, using him as a 
barricade but he can't hear himself play that close to lzz so he has to go back to the other side of the stage. 
| already knew that would happen, | know that the two of them can't hear a damn thing if they try and play 
too close together so they'd have to stay apart if they wanted to sound good and they're both conceited as 
hell when it comes to that so keeping them separated onstage is no big thing. | look over at Izzy once while l'm 
leaning on Slash's back and he's shooting daggers at me. Good, it bugs him. As soon as our set's over and we're 
offstage though Slash and Izzy disappear down a dark hallway together and | don't see them for the rest of 
the night. 


| keep it up all through the Cult tour, into the Aerosmith one and | ignore every whispered "Get the fuck off 
of me Axl" that comes out of Slash's mouth onstage. Generally he shoves me off of him and walks somewhere 
else onstage. He won't publically make me go away because the photos and videos coming out of the concerts 
are causing panties to drop all across the country and ticket and album sales are through the roof. 
Photographers start having us lay all over each other during photo shoots and | can tell that it burns Izzy up 
to see me sprawled out on a sofa with my head in Slash's lap or to see Slash laying his head on my shoulder 
for photo that's going to be seen by people all around the world. The two of them aren't really into a lot of 
PDA but they're not really hiding their relationship either. 


Management sure as hell is though. No matter what anyone sees they aren't allowed to report on it, they 
have to sign a waiver giving us final approval on any story they print; if it varies even one iota from the 
version we green light there's a huge fine attached. Geffen is making a shit load of money off of us and 
they're not putting up with anything getting in the way of that. Apparently that means that America needs to 
believe that Guns n Roses only wants to fuck girls. Somehow a rumor gets out that the waiver was my idea 
Apparently I'm such a diva that | can't tolerate the lies that the press prints about me. While that's somewhat 


true that's not the real reason behind the interview agreement. 


About halfway through the Aerosmith tour | notice Slash reacting to me touching him in a more, um, shall we 
say positive way. One night I'm behind him, grinding into his ass and | go a little further than usual and run my 
hand down his bare stomach and over the waistband of his jeans. | hear a sharp intake of breath and he whirls 
away from me and runs off to play with his back to the audience near the drum riser. Uh huh. So naturally | 
have to run that way a few seconds later, right between Slash and the drums to triumphantly slither past 
Izzy so that | can whisper "Did you see that?" in his ear. He shakes me off and moves towards the front of 
the stage so | can't feel him up too. But he saw what | saw; the reason Slash jerked away from me and ran 
off to play looking at Steven was because as soon as | touched his waistband he got one of the biggest boners 
I've ever seen, (Steven is disgusting to look at while he's playing, too much chest hair and sweat flying 
everywhere, trust me, the sight will kill any amount of arousal you might even think about having so it solves 


Slash's problem quickly.) This is getting easier by the day. 


| don't go near Izzy or Slash again throughout the rest of the set that night but | watch the interaction 
between the two of them. Slash keeps shooting panicked looks at Izzy and Izz either looks completely stone- 
faced or like somebody killed his puppy depending on whether or not he's facing the audience. For the two of 
them it has to be the longest forty-five minutes of their lives. There's downtime between our show and 
Aerosmith's and everyone sees Izzy "accidentally" slam the dressing room door in Slash's face like he didn't 
know his boyfriend was right behind him smoking like a chimney trying to calm himself down because he knew 
Izzy was angry and hurt and he had no idea how long it would be until he would get a chance to talk to him 
about it privately. Slash stops short in front of the door like someone slapped him and sighs. Duff comes up 
behind him and puts his arm around Slash and | hear him say "Come on buddy" and more or less push him into 


the room. 


I'm about to follow them when an arm is thrown around my shoulders and l'm pulled away.. | look up, startled 
to find Steven Tyler standing beside me walking me away from my dressing room and down the hall towards 


Joe Perry. They take me into their Joe's dressing room and close the door. | look back at it thinking of a quick 


way to escape but Joe leans against it with his arms crossed blocking my exit. Well now doesn't this look like 
it's going to be a fun conversation, probably just about as fun as the one Izzy and Slash are gonna be having 


tonight. Fuck. 


So Fed Up 


Breathe..try and breathe..Izzy just slammed the dressing room door in my face; just in case | had any doubts 
about him being angry at me. | don't want to touch the knob, | don't want to go into the dressing room and be 
faced with the icy cold blackness of Izzy's eyes. He's never been this angry at me before and | don't know how 
to deal with being cut out so completely. I've always known that Izzy shuts down and shuts people out rather 
than dealing with whatever problems there are but I've always tried to bring him out of his shell and talk to 
him about things between us. | don't know how to talk to him about this. | mean really; what am | going to say? 
"Sorry | got a hard on for our singer there for a second, hope it didn't bother you too much baby?" Yeah l'm 
sure that'll go over real well. | almost back away from the door thinking I'll just go straight back to the hotel 
but Duff is behind me and he swings his arm around me and says "Come on buddy," knowing me well enough to 
know that like Izzy, there are some things I'd rather avoid; out and out combat with my boyfriend is one of 
them. 


| follow Duff into the room and see that Izzy's already attached himself to a bottle of gin and a blonde with 
big boobs. | look over at him and he stares right through me and then turns his attention, and his lips to the 
blonde. | feel myself blush under my curls and slump my shoulders and turn away. | grab a bottle of Jack off 
of the catering table and slouch into the corner of a sofa where | don't have to watch Izzy making out with 
anyone who isn't me. | hate the girl; | don't know who she is but | hate her. | can't stop myself from looking at 
the two of them again. Izz still has his tongue down her throat and is starting to work on the buttons of her 
shirt. Ok, if that's the game he wants to play fine. 


Two girls approach me and settle on the sofa to my left and | end up taking both of them out in the hallway 
with Steven and we take turns fucking them. When Stevie and | are done with the chicks we both hop into a 
limo and ride back to the hotel. Steven yaps on and on and on about he chicks we just fucked; | don't say 
anything except the occasional "yeah." He's so wasted and has been all night that he probably didn't even notice 
what happened onstage earlier. l'm good at making people think I'm as carefree as Steven but really, in order to 


be that carefree one has to be an idiot and that | am not. Not a total idiot anyway. 


When we get back to the hotel | down what's left of my bottle of Jack Daniels and force myself into the 
elevator and then head down the hall to the room I'm sharing with Izzy. There's a huge party going in the 
hallway and cameras flash in my face and girls giggle as | walk by. Inside l'm just trying not to throw up 
worrying about whether or not Iz will talk to me; but | have to put on a show for these people to some 
extent. | have to act like I'm drunk and not putting on a show. Fucking insanity. 


When | get to the door | lean my ear against it before | put the key in the lock but | don't hear anything. | 
take a deep breath and push the door open and quickly shut it again. I'm greeted by the sight of Izzy sitting 
absolutely still on the bed watching the TV with no sound. He's naked, his hair is standing up around his head at 
crazy angles and he's clutching what must be a second bottle of gin since this one is less than a quarter gone 
and | saw him drink more than that back at the stadium. His glassy eyes shift a little when he hears me open 
the door but other than that he doesn't move a muscle. He's a mess, he's beautiful, and l'm dying for him. 


He intentionally ignores me as | put down my keys and take off my boots. | hate the icy black fear that his 
anger creates inside of me; at least if he was yelling and red-faced | could argue back; at least | would know 
that he gave a shit. How do you argue with someone who won't even acknowledge your existence? How do you 
get them to forgive you; especially for something that wasn't your fault in the first place? His denial of me 
hurts worse than any insult ever could; it throbs inside of me like a festering wound. He's never been angry at 
me like this before and | have no idea what to do all | know is that my chest is going to explode from the pain 


and all | want to do is wrap my arms around Izzy and never, ever, let go. 


| walk over and sit down on his side of the bed and try and get him to look at me. He won't. "Izzy," | say 
quietly. He just goes on staring at the television and puffing on a cigarette; purposely blowing a cloud of smoke 
into my face. "Hey, second hand smoke is bad for you, you want me to die of lung cancer?" | joke, trying to 


break through the dark, icy wall he's thrown up. 


"Don't care," Izzy says flatly, never moving his eyes from the television. | just look at him for a second, Totally 
stunned into silence. Did he mean that? ls he that angry at me that he would say something like that? | feel 
like somebody punched me in the chest hard enough to shatter my ribcage and then slowly ripped my heart 
out. It wasn't even what he said, which was ridiculous; it was just the flat, black, uncaring, callousness in his 


voice when he said it. 


"Oh," is all | can come up with in response. My chest hurts too much and my throat's closing up and | can't 
get anything else out of my mouth; | can't even force my brain to form coherent thoughts, it hurts so much. 
l'm going to start crying and I'll be damned if I'm going to let him see me do it though. | have to get out of 
here. | jump up off the bed like somebody's set me on fire and head for the door. It slams shut behind me and 
| walk through the gauntlet of reporters and sluts again;seeing and hearing nothing; completely numb to 
everything except how much I'm hurting inside. I've made it halfway to Steven and Duff's room when l'm 
knocked flat on the floor by a tangle of long limbs and blue-black hair sobbing "I'm sorry," over and over. | 
hadn't even heard him open the door and follow me; then again Izz always moves almost silently; like a fucking 


wildcat stalking its prey. 


| try and turn over so that | can apologize too but he takes my squirming as an indication that I'm trying to 
get away and he pins my wrists to the floor and puts his knee in the middle of my back. The combined effect 
of the alcohol in my veins and being shoved to the floor in front of 20 or so flashbulos makes the room lurch 
alarmingly and | squeeze my eyes shut to make it stop. The look on my face must have shaken Izzy out of his 
silence because he starts babbling. He'll probably wish he hadn't done that in the morning. 


"Slash, please, just listen, | shouldn't have said that, that | didn't care if you died; | shouldn't have said anything 
like that it's not true, | love you so much and | shouldn't have blamed you it wasn't your fault, what happened 
with Axl and l'm sorry | was angry but it hurt so much Slash, baby doll, please don't leave!" he spits out in 
long, garbled rush of breath. "Please Slash, | fucked up I'm sorry, baby doll, I'm so sorry." He keeps repeating 
himself over and over and he's crying. Both of us are a little drunk and a little high and more than a little in 
pain and rationality plays no part in our actions or thought processes at the moment. I'm guessing that its not 
normal for most people to find themselves pinned to the floor by a sobbing man in his underwear. Not even 


that unusual of an event comparatively for a day in the life of Guns n Roses, just one guy on top of another 


in our hallway would normally be considered a pretty lame party. But How did we get so screwed up? 


Izzy finally realized that he was practically suffocating me and let go of me so that | could sit up. | look at 
him, his hair all over the place, tears running down his face, pupils tiny pinpricks in his eyes, reeking of booze, 
he's a mess, a total disaster, but to he he's a beautiful one. An absolutely beautiful disaster. Despite the fact 
that he's drunk, high as a kite, and looks like he stuck his finger in an electrical socket | love him. No matter 
that he's spent the night ignoring me because | got hard when his crazy best friend practically stuck his hand 
down my pants and that he said he doesn't give a shit if I'm alive or dead, | love him. | know that this is 
probably a really fucked up choice to make but | can't help it, | love Izzy. | love Izzy because | know that he 
was so fucked up because what happened on stage tonight had more or less eviscerated his heart, even 
though | hadn't done anything intentionally because l'm every bit as out of it as he is. | know his hair's all over 
the place because he's been running his hands through it over and over because that's what he does when 
he's upset. | love him because he wouldn't have bothered to say anything to me all if he didn't give a shit 
period and him telling me to drop dead was more or less a confession of undying love; it felt like someone stuck 
a knife into my heart, but it meant he loved me. Oh yeah, seriously fucked up. How come Axl had the effect of 


making everyone around him just as crazy as he was? 


‘Izzy, lzz, I'm not leaving," | tell him and encircle his shoulders with my arms. "C'mere," | slur and pull him into 
me. "I'm not leaving, | love you gypsy boy," | whisper into his neck. | want to tell him how badly | was hurting; 
how deeply he had cut me but not right now. Not in front of all of these assholes who just want a piece of us. 
They've already gotten too much in the past five minutes alone. A lover's quarrel is always a good bet in the 
press. The story's so crazy no one will believe it anyway; just another piece of weirdness in the tabloid 
headlines. 


Izzy wouldn't be able to remember it in the morning if | told him anything right now anyway and really what 
good is an apology from someone who doesn't even know they're apologizing? If you don't remember why you 
regret something or that you're sorry at all then what's the point? So | just drag myself up off the floor and 
pull my wreck of a lover up after me; letting him press his desperate, remorseful, kisses to my lips as tears 
stream down my own face in front of the camera lense of the world. We stumble back into our room and fall 
into our bed; a drunken tangle of limbs and tears floating in an opiate cloud. We lay staring at one another until 


we finally pass out. Just one more glamorous night in the lives of two rock stars. So fucked up. 


A Spoiled man with a Headache 


| zzy 


| wake up with a pounding head. It seriously feels like someone's driving a railroad spike through my skull with 
every beat of my heart. It also sounds like there's a dying helicopter somewhere in the vicinity. | crack open 
one eye and sure enough Slash is sprawled out next to me, flat on his back, snoring like an aircraft engine 
ready to choke out. | groan quietly. That noise must end! Also, | selfishly want him to to rub my head and 


make my headache go away and | want to apologize, really apologize for earlier. 

| nudge him and wait. Nothing. | reach over and outright shove him to the right so that he'll jostle awake. This 
works and he turns over to face me; nearly jumping out of his skin when he realizes that my eyes are open 
and staring into his face. 


"God damnit Izzy why do you do that?" he gowls playfully. 


"Bc it's funny when you jump like that!" | laugh. He swats me hard on the head with a pillow and | groan as my 
skull explodes in pain. "Slash..my head is killing me, why'd you do that?" | whimper. 


"Babe | didn't know, I'm sorry," he says reaching out to stroke my face. 
"Stok, rub my head, please baby doll?" | beg. 


"That's why l'm really awake isn't it? You have a headache and you want me to make it better for you?" Slash 
asks raising his eyebrows and giving me a knowing look. 


"But baby it hurts so bad." | groan. Slash sighs and shakes his head at me, smiling. He sits up and pulls my 
head over into his lap; starting to massage my scalp with his strong fingers. 


‘Izzy there's one word for you and only one; spoiled!" Slash teases. 


"You're the one who spoils me; its your own fault!" | exclaim and instantly regret raising my voice as another 
jolt of pain shoots through my head. | wince and Slash stops rubbing my head for a second looking down to see 
if I'm ok. "Don't stop, it's the only thing that makes the pain go away," | whisper. 


"Izz, you shouldn't have had so much to drink. One day your head's literally going to explode." He smiles at me 
indulgently and strokes my hair for a second. | should leave you here to wallow in pain you know; especially 
since you were such an asshole last night. But | just can't do it; | love you too much. | do spoil you | know, but 
| can't help myself" he says and moves his hand down to tickle my belly. | swat him off and then | reach up 
with both arms and turn his face down to look at mine. 


"Baby doll, are we ok? I'm sorry about earlier tonight, | didn't mean it, you know that! You know how much | 


love you right?" | ask him quietly. He sighs and pushes me off of his lap; careful to lay my head carefully on 
the bed. He's careful with me even when he's disgusted by me, shit | can't fuck things up with him, nobody's 
ever been so good to me. | slowly sit up, careful not to make the pain in my head any worse. "Please say we're 


ok, please say everything's fine!" | mentally pleaded. 


| maneuvered myself so that | was sitting in between his legs facing him, my thighs draped over his, my 
forehead touching his. He wouldn't meet my eyes. "Look at me pretty baby, please," | beg him. When he does 
finally bring his eyes up to meet mine they're full of tears. "No sweetness, please don't cry," | whisper and 
wipe away the tiny drops that have spilled over with my thumbs. 


'Izzy,.. don't even know what to say about anything that happened tonight. All | know is it all really hurts, and 


it was embarrassing, and it makes me fucking pissed off" Slash snarls. 
"Which part?" | query, hoping to make him smile by making a bad joke. 


"All of it!" he replies, his patience wearing thinner by the second. But the part that hurt me was you ignoring 
me, that and you telling me you didn't care if | was alive. Is it going to be like this every time we fight over 
something more than who drank all the booze lz; because if it is | can't handle it! If the situation was reversed 
I'd be angry too; but | wouldn't tell you | didn't care if you were alive or dead! Why would you say something 


like that to me if you love me?" 


| wish | could sink through the bed and down through the floor so that | could escape the accusatory brown 
pools of his eyes. Rage flickers through them like lightning flashing over the desert at night; lighting up things 
that are usually hidden in the shadows. The desert is my favorite place on earth; it's the only place I've ever 
found peace other than in Slash's arms. But its a harsh environment and things that have any weaknesses 
don't survive. In Slash's case that weakness would be his loving heart. He likes to pretend that things don't hurt 
him but he gets hurt just like everyone else; he just tries to hide it behind drunkenness and a curtain of shiny 
black curls. l'm afraid he won't survive the harsh environment of my heart. "Baby doll I'm so sorry, | should 
never have reacted the way | did, | don't know why | said what | did," | babble, willing the right words to come 
out of my mouth. 


"Don't lie Izzy, you know why you said it, you know why you slammed the door in my face, you know why, " he 
says and | can tell he's hating himself for pushing me further and praying that | don't say that it was because 
| really don't love him. But | do love him. He fills my heart with more joy and more peace than a million nights 
spent staring up the stars in the desert ever could 

He's right though; | do know why | said it. "Slash it just hurt so much; | guess | wanted to hurt you as much 
as I'd been hurt. | thought | wanted to hurt you as much as you'd hurt me but it wasn't really you that hurt 
me; it was Axl. He just used you to get to me. | didn't even know | could hurt so much. I've never been so in 
love with anyone before. | didn't know anything could hurt that bad..l'm sorry Slash, | wish | could take it back, 
l'm just sorry | hurt you. | didn't do it on purpose, I'd never hurt you on purpose! Do you believe me?" I'm 
running off at the mouth and desperate for him to answer me. Part of me hates myself for letting so much 
of my heart be exposed but for Slash, the only person who's ever loved me this way I'd peel the skin off of 


my bones. 


| know you were hurting Izzy but | hurt too," he sighs. "It might seems like everything rolls right off my back 
but shit gets to me just like it does everyone else; | just don't always show it. But shit Izzy, the things you do 
or say those always get to me. Fuck Izzy, when you slammed the door in my face if Duff hadn't been right 
behind me | would have just stood there and cried. When you said you didn't care if | was alive, even though | 
had been making a stupid joke, Iz it felt like someone had stabbed me; your eyes were so cold Izzy." He closes 


his eyes again to get himself together. 


"l'm so sorry," is all | can manage to choke out. God damn me and my fucking inability to communicate. | know 
he needs more than an apology right now. "Baby doll | don't know what to say; | don't know how to tell you how 
| feel. All | fucking know how to do is drink, shoot up and play guitar. But this? Being in a real relationship, one 
where somebody actually cares about me? | don't know how to do that. Every relationship I've ever been in 
has been fucked up; nobody ever really loved me you know? People just wanted shit from me; sex, drugs, 
whatever. But Slash you actually love me and I'm scared, I'm so scared of losing you; I'm scared all the time. 
Maybe that's crazy but you're the only person in the whole world who loves me for me. Losing you would feel 
like you'd fucking died or something and | can't handle that, when something hurts me | just cut it off because 
| can't handle the fucking pain. | cut them out or | shoot up. | don't know how to deal with needing you so 
much; shit | don't even like admitting | need you, but | do. | need you and | love you and I'm sorry. Just forgive 


me ok? Please?" 


Slash sighs and runs his hands through my filthy hair. Izzy what am | going to do with you?" he asks and tilts 


my face up towards his so he can look into my eyes. 
"Keep loving me?" | say hopefully. 


I'm always going to love you Izzy, you don't have to worry about that; just don't shut me out ok? It makes 
me hurt the way you're afraid of hurting. Trust me once in a while ok? l'm not going to break your heart; 


don't break mine," Slash pleads. 


"| won't; not ever again," | promise him. "Let me show you | mean it?" | ask him kissing him again only deeper 
this time. He sighs against my mouth and tilts his head up so | can have better access to his mouth. | take 
advantage of it and explore his mouth with my tongue. He just goes with it; he doesn't fight for dominance, 

doesn't try and push me away like Axl would if we had just had a fight, nothing. He just kisses back and lets 
me take the lead. 


| ease him back on to the bed the way | would a girl and peel the clothing off of both of us. We had more or 
less collapsed on the bed after coming back into the room so he's still wearing most of his clothing. | pop the 
button on his jeans and drag the zipper down with my teeth. | see his eyes following me and | give him a 


wicked smirk and he groans at the look on my face. 


| get us both naked and turn my attention back to plundering his mouth. | kiss him until our lips are swollen, 
until | draw blood when | bite his bottom lip which is already sensitive from me nipping and sucking on it. He 


yelps and | chuckle under my breath and move down to do the same thing to his neck. | show him no mercy; 


licking and sucking and biting every sensitive spot on his torso. The soft spot behind his ear, the curve of his 
collar bone, the tiny bit of flesh next to his belly button, the jut of his hip bones; | mark every single place 
that | know makes him squirm. Let him explain away those bruises tomorrow. The press at tomorrow's show 
will remark on how he must have had a wild night with some girl. Girl my ass; no girl would ever mark their 
lover this way | think as | lick up a drop of blood that formed on his neck where my teeth had broken the skin. 


Slash winces underneath me. "Did that hurt?" | ask him "Do you want me to stop?" 


"N,no don't stop Izzy," he pants. | grab the bottle of lube off the nightstand where it had been tossed last 
night when he fucked me. The tables are turned now . Last night was fast and hard and hungry. Tonight | want 
him floating, suspended in sexual pleasure until | decide he's had enough. | honestly don't know how else to show 
him how | feel though. He shows me in a thousand little ways but | have no clue how to give that back and it 
makes me sad because | want him to feel as loved as | do but sex is the only way | know how to give back. | 
know it isn't enough but its all | have. He knows this so he lets me ravish his body without complaint, not that 


he has anything to complain about-my emotional constipation lets him live in a permanent fucking sex daze. 


He moans underneath me when | push two fingers inside of him and spreads his legs further apart. | play and 
tease and lick and suck until he's a sweaty, groaning mess. | push into him after bringing him to the edge of 

orgasm but not letting him get to release and all it takes is the head of my cock entering his ass to draw him 
over that cliff into a void of bliss. | bite my lip and fuck him through his orgasm; smearing my fingers in the 
cum on his belly and then bringing them to his lips; forcing him to taste himself. | replace my fingers with my 


lips and the taste of him mingles in our mouths; making me shudder with want. 


| keep him on his back for a while and then flip him over onto all fours when he's hard again. He twitches and 
moans when | shove my cock into him from behind and he calls out my name while | fist his hair, using it for 
leverage. "What you yelling for baby? You don't want me to fuck you? You don't like my cock in your ass?" | 


taunt him. 


All | get back are unintelligible moans. | love fucking him from behind. It's just so raw and primal so | have to 
do it hard. His reaction is beautiful; his back arches and the sounds he makes come from deep inside of 
himself. He rocks back into me almost dislodging me but | grab his hip bone and his hair and slam into him 
again He screams; he literally screams and his body spasms around me going rigid as cum stains the bed 
sheets. "Mmmmmoph Izzy, he groans; fighting my hands which are holding him still to a point so that | can stay 
inside of him for just a few more seconds. Another tight spasm squeezes my cock and | explode; filling him 
with my own cum and digging my fingers into his flesh. | hear myself growling like an animal; that's what | feel 
like too; a fucking wild animal rutting with no thought in my mind except for fucking the lover who's bent over 


in front of me. 


He's so fucking perfect; my beautiful, sweet, baby doll. My heart's so full I'm surprised it didn't explode along 
with my cock As we both shudder through the end of our climaxes my feelings take control of me and | wrap 
him in my arms kissing his neck and ears; spreading my hands across his chest and gripping him as tightly as | 
can. "Slash, my beautiful baby, | love you so much, I'm so sorry for hurting you, I'm so sorry baby doll. 


Forgive me?" 


‘Izzy, | forgave you before you fucked me; if | didn't | wouldn't have fucked you in the first place gypsy boy," 
Slash replies, straining to turn his head and return my kisses as fervently as they're being given. He eases 
himself off of me and turns around so that he's kneeling in front of me and tangles his fingers in my hair 
again He cups my face in his strong hands and starts pressing his own passionate kisses to my lips. “Izzy, 
you're mine, the only thing that | love; | could never stay angry as long as you were really sorry. I'd be 


miserable. | can't fucking live without you. | love you too much to stay angry at you gorgeous." 


| cling to him for dear life and spiral down into the fuzzy happiness of our love. "Let's just promise each other 
never to let Axl come between us again ok?" | pant in between kisses. | need you too much to lose you to that 


crazy mother fucker." 


| need you too Izz; I'm always going to need you," Slash whispers stroking my cheek softly. He looks up at me 


and his eyes are heavy and shining with love. 

"You need me?" | ask, pulling back in shock. 

"OF course | need you gypsy boy, how could you think | didn't?" he asks sounding totally shocked. 
"Nobody's every needed me before, |.." 

| need you Izzy, | need you to live. That's what it means to love somebody, and | love you. 


"I love you too my sweet baby doll," | whisper. | feel tears forming in the corner of my eyes. Being needed 
feels amazing. It feels even more amazing a few minutes later when he pushes himself inside of me and makes 
love to me for the next hour; his soft moans mingling with mine as he slides in and out of my body. In, and he 
gives a small groan, out and he gasps. | stare up at him as he fucks me slowly; each sound pulled out of his 
throat music to my ears. His kisses are eager but loving and he whispers sweet things into my ears and my 
neck as he loves me. | return his whispered words and caresses with my own, knowing that | held everything 
that meant anything to me in my arms and realizing that like me he was breakable; so | made sure to handle 
him with gentleness. | groan as he thrusts into me again, his body angled carefully to make sure his cock 


strokes my prostate. 
"Mmm" he whimpers as he slides out of me and whispers "I love you Izzy" when he thrusts back in. 
| cum looking into his eyes and listening to him swear he loves me and needs me. Being needed feels even 


better when | listen to him say my name over and over a few seconds later and I'm speechless in the face of 


his pleasure. He needs me; my sweet baby doll needs me and his need is a beautiful thing. 


Man Whore 


Axl 


So, my little Izzy is a man whore. Not only has he fucked Slash and me but he's also apparently fucked Joe 
Perry. | got this little piece of information when Joe and Steven pulled me into their dressing room between 
our set and Aerosmith's set. They said they wanted to give me a little advice: stop trying to get in-between 
my band's two guitarists. | told them to fuck off that they had no idea what Slash or Izzy liked. That's when 
Joe said he knew exactly what Izzy liked and | guess it's dark haired guitarists. Who knew my wide-eyed, 


innocent, Izzy got around so much after he left Indiana? 


Joe said that Izzy had been his dealer and that they'd hooked up one night after a show when Izzy came 
backstage to sell him dope. Joe brought him back to his apartment, got both of them good and high and then 
fucked him. Mother fucker! Izzy will fuck one of his customers but not me? | mean | know it's Joe freaking 


Perry but it still stings! 


| thought for a minute I'd found out who fucked up Izzy's head so badly and | was ready to fucking launch 
myself onto him but | decided I'd better ask Joe if Izzy had said anything about being with another guy before 
| killed the lead guitarist of the band who was paying us to open for them; a rare bit of restraint on my part 
but my paycheck is sort of important too. Joe said that Izzy had been with someone before him, that Izzy 
kept coming on to him and then backing down before actually having sex. He said it took a lot of drugs to get 
Izzy relaxed enough to do it and that he'd told Izzy multiple times that it was ok; they didn't have to do 
anything but that Izzy was the one who wouldn't back down 


When he finally gotten Izzy's clothes off and saw the scars on his body he realized that Izzy had been with 
another guy but not in a good way and he tried to stop again but Izz got upset . He told Joe to ignore the 
scars; that they didn't define him and that he knew what he wanted. He knew he wanted to be with guys; that 
he wanted to be with Joe that night. He'd said "I didn’t hurt him Axl, he was happy when he left my house 


that night. He came back more than once; but | wasn't the one who left those scars on his body," 


"Uh, there are scars?" | asked. This was new information to me. | didn't know there were physical scars 
anywhere on Izzy; he hadn't let me see him naked since he left Lafayette; not since that night. Joe looks 
uncomfortable; obviously he thought | knew about the scars and that's why | was asking him about Izzy 


fucking someone before him. 


"Yeah," he says rubbing the back of his neck. "There are bite marks and scars from tearing." He lights a 
cigarette and visibly relaxes when he inhales. "You didn't know? If you didn't know why are you asking me about 


who he slept with? It sounded like you knew somebody fucked him up pretty badly." 


"I do know, but because he's different than he was when he left home; he's jumpy and closed off; fucking 
carries a switchblade all the time. He's my best friend man, | want to know what happened to him," | protest to 
Joe and Steven who are looking at me with a look that says they smell bullshit. 


"You want to be more than friends though don't you Axl?" Steven asks from his seat in front of the dressing 


room door. He'd pulled a chair over there and blocked my exit the second the two of them dragged me in here. 


"What difference does it make to you, why does it matter?" | growl, crossing my arms over my chest and 


leaning back in my chair. 


‘It doesn't," Joe says. "But | like Izzy, he's a good kid and he deserves to be happy. He is happy. Don't fuck with 
his happiness. We also think your band could really make it if you don't self- destruct first. You're the one 
pushing the self-destruct button at the moment. Stop pushing it. Just a little friendly advice from two guys 
who have pushed the self -destruct button on their band's space ship more than once." 


"If you like Izzy so much how come you're not the one with him? How come you're not the one making him 
happy?" | ask Joe with a challenge in my voice. He just calmly stubs out his cigarette and hands me a beer. | 
take it and chug half of it in the next two seconds. 


"That's not what Izzy wanted; he wasn't ready for that. | wasn't gonna push him; he just wanted to fuck me 
and sell me dope; that was fine with me. Now | have a chance to do something for him by letting your band 
open for us on tour. Well, it's not just for him, if we didn’t think your music was fucking awesome we wouldn't 
have hired you. Look, we're talking to you because we think out of the three of you in this little triangle you're 
the least fucked up and most likely to listen Izzy's beautiful, but he's fragile and you've got to let that be or 
you'll break him and everything else is going to come crashing down around you; you get me?" Joe asks me, 


looking frustrated at my lack of obedience. 


"Yeah, | get you," | tell him, and | do but | have no intention of listening to him and Steven, | just want out of 
there. Inside I'm thinking but what about me? What about my happiness? People always say that if you love 
someone you have to let them go and see if they come back but how can | let Izzy go? It fucking hurts too 
much to even consider! But | don't say that to Joe and Steven | just nod and give them bs. 


"Good," Joe says and Steven moves out of the doorway. "I'd hate to see you throw away the future of your 
band trying to rip Izzy and Slash apart. | don't know what went on between you and Izzy but he and Slash are 
happy now and you've got to accept that. Izzy really loves him, he's like over the fucking moon about him, let 


him have that." 
"Yeah, ok," | sigh and run my hand down over my face. Joe just nods and he and Steven get up. 


"Got to go, time to bewitch an audience," Steven says. Joe rolls his eyes behind Steven's back and they're gone. 
| sit in silence until they leave and then | throw the beer bottle against the wall. | feel rage boiling up inside me 
and | know l'm going to lose control in a second. | duck out of Aerosmith's dressing room so | don't destroy it 


and settle for throwing folding chairs in the hallway. 


Wham! Somebody left scars on Izzy, fucking bite marks for fuck's sake and | still don't know who it is so | can't 


kill them! Wham! Everybody knows I'm a fucking faggot that's in love with Izzy! Wham! Izzy's slept with Joe and 


god only knows who else! Wham! Izzy's happy with Slash and everyone knows it! Wham! No matter what | 
fucking do I'm betting Izzy will never belong to me! Wham! | probably can't break up Izzy and Slash without 
destroying my band! Wham WHAm WHAM! Security finally comes around the corner and tells me to stop 
throwing chairs at the walls or they'll have me arrested. Oh yeah fuckers? Wham! One more chair thrown at 


the wall. They didn't fucking arrest me. 


| spend a sleepless night smoking and drinking and wondering what Izzy's doing down the hall. | heard that he and 
Slash made a real spectacle of themselves before | came back to the hotel; falling all over each other in some 
giant fucked up dramatic scene. Great. All of America's going to know that they're together and record sales 
will be in the toilet. Just fucking great! This thought causes me to have to throw a few empty liquor bottles 
off of my balcony which sends hotel security into a flurry of activity on the ground. Too bad they didn’t see 


who threw them. 


| need to talk to Izzy, I've been sitting up all night thinking about him and | need to talk to him! | want to know 
who fucking left those bite marks on him! | want to tell him | love him! | want to wrap my arms around him 
and never let go.. l'm drunk enough that | decide going to talk to him is a good idea. In my drunken stupor | 
forget about the fact that its four in the morning and that he's probably not alone. 


| walk down the hall and pound on his door. It takes a few minutes for anyone to answer and when the door 
opens I'm confronted with a very hung over Slash dressed in nothing but a pair of shorts. He squints up at 
me, shielding his eyes from the light and scowls when he realizes it's me. What do you want Axl? Its like four 
in the morning or something,” he mumbles. A shadow crosses the the beam of light streaming into the open 
door and suddenly Izzy's there with his arms around Slash's body. 

He nuzzles his face down into Slash's hair and kisses the side of his neck. Slash smiles sleepily and reaches up a 
hand to stroke the side of Izzy's face. "Who's at the door baby doll?" | hear Izzy murmur. | hate that 
nickname. | hate how cuddly and sated they both look | hate how the fact that they've just had sex practically 
oozes out of their pores. | hate how Izzy's hands are spread possesively across Slash's chest and stomach and 
how Slash covers the hand on his belly with his own and squeezes it affectionately without even thinking about 
it. | hate how obviously in love with each other they are. | hate every fucking thing about both of them, and 
yet | love everything about Izzy. 


Its Axl," Slash sighs. Izzy cracks one eye open to look at me almost instantly recoils from the light. He frowns, 
obviously not happy to see me and probably very unhappy to be dragged out of the warmth of the bed he 


shared with someone that wasn't me. Fucking asshole! 


"Axl? You need something?" Izzy rasps and clutches Slash to him and smirks at me. "Or is there something you 
want in here?" he asks giving me an evil little grin Did you come here to play with my toys?" 


"Fuck you Izzy," is the only thing | can think of to say as | turn around and walk away. Naturally | come here 
to make peace with Izzy and we fuck it up; somehow it always gets fucked up. | feel tears stinging my eyes as 


Izzy's door closes. Fuck Izzy for loving somebody else and fuck me for caring. 


What a Weird Night 


Slash 


"What the fuck was that about?" | ask Izzy after Axl leaves hoping he'll provide some enlightenment as to why 
the fucker was at our door. 


"Who knows," he sighs. "I probably shouldn't have taken a shot at him that way either, asking if he wanted to 
play with you. Now he's gonna be really fucking pissed" Izzy closes his eyes and shakes his head and then 
grabs it with both hands. "Oh my head," he groans. He sits down on the bed and holds his head in his hands; it 
was like all of his energy disappeared when the door shut on Axl, leaving him pale and tired and bringing back 
the pain in his head that | thought | had made go away. Axl was in our doorway for 30 seconds and Izzy's 
already a wreck; | wish | knew what was going on in his head. But | don't want to ask; | don't want to fuck up 
what we had before Axl came to the door. So | just take a deep breath and concentrate on making Izzy's head 
stop hurting and not letting my heart start hurting. But really, the fact that he reacts so strongly to someone 
that's not me makes me angry and it hurts, moreso because | don't know what to make of it. Is he angry or 
upset that Axl was here? Is he upset that he left? | don't understand, part of me wants to understand; but 
the self protective part of my heart keeps me from asking questions. | push it all aside and turn to my sweet 
lover who is balled up on the bed with his arms around his head. 


"Come and stand under the hot water with me baby, it'll make your head feel better. Besides, you're a mess, 
let me clean you up," | gently plead with him. The thought of hot water on my skin sounds like heaven to me 
right now and it'll help get rid of Izzy's headache. It must be one hell of a migraine because he's starting to 
turn grey. He gets like this every now and then after binging on booze and dope; made worse tonight by one 
red-headed asshole. | know it's his own fault and | know he was being a jerk earlier and | know his taunting Axl 
is going to couse big trouble but | don't care, | hate seeing Izzy like this. Before we were together he'd lay in 
bed in a dark room for a couple of days whenever a migraine held him in it's painful grasp but | rubbed his 
head once when he had one of those headaches and he's forever ruined, now | have to do it every single time. 
It's ok though; it gives me a chance to pamper him a little bit. "Do you have anything for your headache? | 
know you have a prescription for something, did you bring it?" | ask him quietly. 


"Yeah, it's in my bag in the bathroom" he whispers, squinting up at me. When the light hits his eyes he winces 
and drops his head back down into his hands. | feel so guilty looking at him sitting there hunched over on the 
bed and for being angry that his headache was brought back by his instant reaction to Axl. Could things be 
any more confusing or crazy tonight? What the fuck is going on? It's been a long night: We played a great 
show until Axl tried to slide his hand down my pants at which point | got hard and Izzy got pissed and | got 
freaked. Then because he was pissed Izzy said he didn't care if | was dead or alive which hurt my feelings 
causing me to walk out of our hotel room after which he chased me down the hall in his underwear tackling 
me and apologizing in front of a bunch of asshole phtographers! | brought him back to the room, fell asleep, 
got woken up by Izzy who had a headache, fucked him until the headache was gone and then Axl came to our 
door, asked to talk to Izzy, told Izzy to go fuck himself which caused Izzy's headache to come back only about 


lO times as bad as it was before. Just like earlier-seriously fucked up. | can't even think about how | should 


feel; I'm too fucking exhausted by the whirlwind changes of the night. 


| really don't even care though because there's no way | can watch Izzy sit on the bed looking so miserable 
and be upset with him. | just can't, | love him too much and maybe that makes me an idiot but | can't be 
angry and | can't leave him sitting there to deal with everything on his own. He looks so small and so defeated 


and tired and | can tell he's in a good bit of pain from his head by the way he's absoslutely quiet. 


He's never going to make it to the bathroom for his medicine or a shower without help so | pick him up like a 
chick and carry him in there. He looks up at me in surprise when he feels my arms around him. It hurts when 
he does things like that; it's like no matter how many times | reassure him about loving him he still reacts like 


a dog I'm going to kick when something goes wrong. It makes me feel even worse for being pissed a minute ago. 


‘Its ok baby, I've got you," | murmur to him and kiss the top of his head. He nuzzles his face into my neck; 
again trying to hide his eyes from the light and | feel his lips touch my skin which makes me smile. | sit him 
on the bathroom counter and start to look through the different medications in his bag. | look up and he's 
leaning against the cold glass of the mirror; pressing his forehead to it as if its coolness might somehow 
alleviate some of the pain behind his eyes. Izzy's doctor says that the headaches are stress induced and made 
worse by substances like alcohol. Gee if he only knew about all the heroin we shot too; I'm sure he does know, 
doctors aren't stupid. 


| find the bottle of pills and pour four into my hand and hand them to Izzy along with a cup of water and he 
downs them. | get the shower nice and hot and then let him use the toilet and finally gently pull him into the 
warm water. He follows me without complaint and tips his head back into the scalding stream. He soaks his hair 
and brushes the dripping strands back out of his face and | grab the little bottle of shampoo sitting on the 
shelf in the shower and squeeze some out into my hand. The shower stalls are huge with knee high square 
shelves on either end. | pull him over to the one behind me and get him to sit down and start to massage the 


soap into his hair. He groans as | massage the sore muscles in his neck and head, 

"Slash?" he says quietly. 

"What baby?" | ask, rubbing the knots out of his neck and shoulders. 

"If Axl comes to the door and Im not here promise me you won't answer ok?" he whispers 

"Why? You think | can't handle Axl?" | ask 

"Baby doll just promise me you won't, he's planning something; | dont know what but something, Just don't 
answer the door ok?" he pleads and looks up at me; gripping my hip bones hard in his hands and then leaning 


into my stomach. 


"Ok Izz, | won't. | won't answer the door if he comes back Are you ok?" He's leaning on me heavily now and his 


grip on my hips has gone slack. 


"Yeah, it just hurts," he mumbles. I'm not sure if he's referring to his head or something to do with Axl and 
what happened earlier and | don't ask. | can't handle any more shit having to do with Axl tonight. | rinse Izzy's 
hair out and help him get cleaned up and sit him down on the shelf again so that | can wash myself. By the 
time l'm done he's shivering and complaining that he's cold so | push him into the steaming water again and get 
him out and quickly hand him a towel. | can tell he's still cold so | grab one of the fuzzy white bathrobes fancy 
hotels leave hanging in your bathrooms (which we get to stay in every now and then thanks to Aerosmith) and 
get him to put it on. He looks so tired, huge black circles under his eyes and he's as white as a sheet but the 
shivering stops. He runs a comb through his hair and then leans against the wall and just watches me as | do 


the same thing. "Are you sure you're ok?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, | just need to go to sleep," he answers, rubbing his temples with his hands and trying to hide his eyes 
from the bathroom lights. 


"Then come on sweetness, lay down," | tell him and lead him over to the huge bed in the middle of the room. 


"You know you look ridiculous in that robe right?" | tease him. 
“Shut up," he replies and smirks. "You love me anyway,’ he mumbles into the pillow. 


"| do love you anyway, | love you no matter what, | keep telling you that, when are you going to believe me? | 
ask him and brush the hair back out of his face. He smiles that one-sided smile of his and relaxes. | turn 
around and cut off the light on his side of the bed so it's not shining in his face and when | turn back to him 
his eyes are already closed and he's breathing deeply and evenly, quiet and maybe finally feeling secure for the 
first time since we hit the stage last night. | turn off all of the other lights and climb into bed beside him; 
pulling the blankets up over both of us and sprawling out on my back and staring at the ceiling. Izzy's eyes 
open a tiny bit and | hold my arms out to him. A smile ghosts over his lips and he slowly moves over and 
snuggles into me. | let him get comfortable and then wrap my arms around him and stroke his hair. "Good 
night gypsy boy," | whisper. 

"Good night baby doll, he mumbles quietly and then in seconds he's drifting away, sleep finally claiming him. 
Finally he looks peaceful, pale and sick which worries me, but peaceful. 


